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€orge Curtis j 
worki ee a Hungarian immigrant 
orking as a Studio hack writi 
ay arg writing monster 
vies in 1950s Hollywood. He must 
Navi 
Mate the McCarthy-era studio system 
ossible communists and spi i 
Srectea Gi spies, the life of 
pie nN along Sunset Boulevard, and the 
ee Wee the era to cleave love from persecution 
guilt. But ico Madeline, a famous actress, offers 
George a residency at her estate in Malibu to work 
on the political writing he cares most deeply about, 
his world is blown open. Soon Madeline is carrying 
George like an ornament into a class of postwar L.A. 
society ordinarily hidden from men like him. 

What this lifestyle hides behind, aside from the 
monsters on the screen, are the monsters dwelling 
closer to home: this bacchanalia covers a gnawing 
hole shelled wide by the horror of the war they thought 
they'd left behind and the glimpse of an atomic future. 
It’s here that George understands he can never 


e his past as Gydrgy, the queer Jew who fled 
ded in New York, all 


filled with p 


escap 
Budapest before the war and lan 
alone, a decade earlier. 

Spanning from sun-drenched Los Angeles to the 
hidden corners of working-class New York to a virtu- 


rt, The Future Was 
- the Las Vegas desert, 
oleate ly written exploration oipeahye 


: aculate 
OL ltl reinventing the self through art, 


American decadence, | | 
and the psychosis that lingers In 4 


the atomic bomb. 


world that’s seen 
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the kitchen window is flowering 


outside 
L wonder if it will see the 


My rose 
for the first time. 


nuclear power station out. 


—DEREK JARMAN 


Paint, not line, is one ofthe clues. 


| —GRACE HARTI 


WE WANT TO BURN, TO BE DISINTEGRATED, TO WATCH 


our creations—the towers and bridges, the art, the machines, our 

babies, our lovers, our dreams and bodies, thousands of years, our 

ways, our poetry, whatever we want to outlive us—bludgeoned 
and brained, thrown, crushed, but above all burned. 

We meant everyone, George told me, whether they knew it 
or not. This is what the movies were for. If you didn't just come 
out and say it, the experience could be exalted—truly “out of this 

. world, ” as the posters so often threatened. You could know the 
_ truth in your heart. But they always asked him for words—for peo- 
| ple with names and pasts to run around and point at things or fall 
: inl love. Every time, right as it was getting good, someone ruinously 


handsome would iene into othe frame and recite a line oe had 


there was a sameness to Log nee = “ening, Nth 

palms Swayed, the convertibles honked ae Ftured rtua - 
like gauze. He Plucked a cigarette from ae sil = Poun he : 7 
Movie—he had to give himself th oes ‘ 


les and 


F x ated with 
people in terror and in pain. It said, SCREEN PLAY BY GEORG; 
CURTIS. These films, Hollywood, America—none of it was any. 
thing to be proud of. 


He wasn’t alone. The boy or man in the ticket booth gestured 
at the poster. “Wanna see it again, mister? I saw it this morning 
and it worked me up so bad I don’t think 1’ll sleep for a week.’ 
There wasn’t much of him—the kind of boy you could fold in half 
and zip into a suitcase—but already George was transfixed. He 
watched as he removed the stupid little hat they made him wear, 
as he wiped the sweat from his forehead. A scar rose high over his 
left eye like a second eyebrow. By now George knew he was staring, 
and he felt arrestable, deportable. But you can’t necessarily ey 
stand everyone with your eyes. The youngster pointed at Georges 
pocket. “Can you spare one of those?” : 
What smoking does is draw attention to the lips, the e : 
You can see how we are alive. In all the movies this was a ce 
stars entranced you. The boy thanked him—"“It sure gets dul 2 
ick sti 1”—and George smilet 
here by yourself, the flick still rolling and al : ee 
Some of us, maybe all of us in the beginning, think we're so s 


had 
so secret. The film had another hour at least and the booth ha 


t 
t 
| 
i 
| 
i 
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prevent burglaries, and everyone needs a break 
s tO 
hutter 


d the boy did have such lips. He did have, George 


osed to be 1956, supposedly autumn—even if Califor- 
Nadaad ite to do with such things. How else would it people 
ue e ee ensnared Americans, George noticed. And not just 
itself? It ¢ he New Yorkers, the Bosto- 
d Kansans but so too the z 
the Iowans an 


the Philadelphians. People had left real cities to come here, 
nians, 


flee a war. 
i donc terrible things in what they called previous 
lives. Yet most of the Americans he met in L.A. seemed seduced. 
Even grown men—and not just those men—were as foolish and 
careless as the young, lied-to teenagers who ran away from home. 
It made their souls easy to steal and sell back to them, enlarged 
and enlivened. To trouble them. To borrow and make an alteration 
and return. And even George, after a drink on some rich actor’s 
terrace, ashing into a pool among the thrashing, laughing, most 
beautiful bodies on earth—even he felt happily dead. 

From the beginning, he tried not to know anyone. He failed. 
People liked him, and he, despite everything, liked people. Especially 
Americans, Perhaps because they seemed so much closer to dogs. 
His favorite American was Jack Turner, one of two men with 
om he shared an office at the studio. Be 
Béther and lived only a mile apart, and b 


d 
ae Jack pulled up in front of George's 


wh 


cause they worked to- 
ecause George did not 


in apartment every morn- 


8 and 
honked. It was so wholesome. In return, George made 


“stronger th 
an you could get from any counter or café. 


PATRICK NATHAN 


Every morning, George remembered, thei 


r li S sj 
same thermos. Which wasn’t anything PS sipped fro 


™ th, 
: Jack Would Notj e 
wasn't the sort of man who'd care about lips. It oe ce; h 
Cincid 
e 
Atal, 


lived alone 


took its 
ately, 


however, that Jack was unmarried and childless and 
in a studio apartment on Hayworth, jus 


t before Sunset 
crooked turn. George had taken this into 


account immed} 
Yet there were years, he told me. Always years, like t 
, 


silt that gathered on silver and tarnished your reflection. a 
day, some poor country’s failed revolution polished time clean, an 
George saw, quite clearly, who his favorite American really was, Up 
until then, George said, it'd been so easy to believe he'd found ‘ 
place to forget in—forever. But life, he said, is like that. It rolls 
along its boulevards and shuts its eyes to the glare of the sun, and 
then you're bleeding to death on some streetcorner where a road 
named after a flower meets another named after a crook. 

It was Tuesday, October 23. All the history books would con- 
firm it. A perfect day in California, but when wasn't it? “You'll need 
to call a car tonight, George,” Jack was saying as the attendant 
waved them onto the lot. “They're breathing down my neck. If] 
don’t finish tonight, you'll have to come see me at the soup kitchen. 
Or the morgue.” 

George searched for the right word. There was at least one of 
them for everything. “Coincidentally,” was an incredible one, ‘Til 
be staying late as well. A late-nighter for both of us.” There'd been, 

of course, no such plan. A successful film meant the studio we al- 
ready pressuring him for a sequel, but he hadn’t made up his mind 
to take them seriously or not. Death has come from above, Edwards 
had barked at him, so why not from below? But there’d never Pe z 
good sequel in the history of anything, so George had tur ned in 


U 
. . . asn t 
stead to another script—something about an imposter. He wi 


»\ 
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4 spending so much time with it at this early stage 
nd spe 
ng, a 

far alo 
would hurt rat 
“t chink you mean § 
tte 
” orge admi ; : : 
avesrh Ge i i ay with itself, in 

; ae night was already getting carried away ’ 
wine- 


pis head. “OF bourbon, 


fer.” 
seem to pre sak.” 
“T like the way you think. 
I ae ew nothing about the way George thought. At least, one 


her than help it. Which didn’t matter in the least. 
s ” 
; an ‘all-nighter, but that’s swell. 


d. “We'll get some dinner, perhaps some 


he offered, “as all you Hollywood Jacks 


poe he didn’t. Justas nothing had ever happened during 
had top 


the day, with Ellman, their officemate, there at his typewriter, so 
too would nothing happen in the evening. abe two men—one 
must never forget that he and Jack were two established adult men, 
men with savings accounts and lawyers and references—would 
chastely type, drink coffee and bourbon, smoke cigarettes, and 
curse their failures of imagination, their shortcomings. Their mu- 
tual fear, George mused, of death. They would write the films they 
were paid, modestly, to write. 

Of course, with Ellman present there wasn’t even the possibil- 
ity of something happening, which is to say the possibility of fantasy. 
Ellman was nearing fifty and wore bow ties. His wrists, richly ten- 
doned and colorfully veined as they hovered over his Royal, were 
like the dried little sheaves of sage spiritually enlightened actresses 
threw into their fireplaces. He read Bertrand Russell on his lunch 
break and maintained an angry, if sincere, correspondence with 
the censors, Ir would be, George thought, like making love in front 


of your accountant, if love was what you could tell yourself it was. 
Ey : 
€n Ellman’s movies were flops. 
ty 
Just once,” 


‘ he said when George and Jack walked in together, 
One Might con 


sider that there are others in this world—indeed, 


PATRICK NATHAN 


in this ve ae 
; ry f0om—who enjoy drinking Coffee ; 
erything he said, he never eeccanithes., 


Said it at eju 
ile you; he just y 
air li it wav Ww : ; 
kea flag and let it wa e if it wanted d = 
» drape j 


“That looks like a half-full mu 
“Always the optimist.” 


Oring » 

8 By. 
nfurled itinty 
fit didn’. : 
§ right on your desk” Jack 

Said, 


I will bring youa cup tomorrow,” Ge 
’ 


“a orge sai 
One doesn’t have to.” oe 


“This is 
true, yes. There’s no compellin 


one. j , 
means to say.” os HFthat's what One 


No compelling one,” Jack said, and turned to E] 


you all right.” ae os 


scien 
fae uffled in a fourth writer, young men 

ete with ideas who either quit or disappeared or got black- 
ea = could mock oer and get away 
ar. Men who said the word union and 

Weten t even allowed to clean out their own desks; their posses- 
sions would be mailed, management said, after a careful inventory 
and examination. George had begun to suspect it was purposeful, 
these ambitious, feisty little failures flung at them as warnings. He 
was grateful; they helped deflect from his own oversights. Before 
the script that would become Death from Above! he'd proposed 4 
film about an ancient monster deep beneath the Nevada desert, 
awakened by radiation. Why, they’d demanded, wasn’t the mon- 
ster hidden beneath Siberia? Why was it American radiation and 
not Russian that had endangered Las Vegas? He apologized. He 
was European, he protested. Sometimes he missed the subtleties 
of American politics. He congratulated them on catching his mis- 
take, and appreciated their generosity in putting up with his fool 


ishness, He was as dusty, he said, as an old library book. 


— ae 
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dis rusty, goddamn tt. 


“ he wor 
" Jd book?” 


Oo 

“Rusty as an 
, 
“Get out. 


In his hear 
rer was not On 


the kept a private script, never put.to Paper, pete 


ly awakened by but fed upon American 


s 

a ee nd by the time they finally listened to the scientist—a 
a 

eo San say—that the only way to kill the monster was to 

Hung@ ’ 


it forever through complete nuclear disarmament, they'd 
starve 


sacrificed half their own cities in attempts to destroy it. That, 
George told me, would have been a film. 

Instead, this is what had happened to his life: 

If he stepped out onto the balcony that overlooked the studio’s 
backlot and connected all the writers’ offices together, he could 
see a little suburban street somewhere in middle America, an Old 
West mining town, an outcrop of Mars or the moon (depending 
on the light bulbs), the imposing gates to an Arabian city. And be- 
yond? Palms, donut shops, diners, and thousands of miles of daz- 
zling cars laced together and draped over all of it like a gemstone 
shift. It was obscene. Sometimes, alone, he said, “I am in Los An- 
geles,” just as he’d once said, in the same tone of disbelief, “Iam in 
New York.” It had become an existence. Even if survival’s cost, it 
seemed, had ruined him in other ways. 

Ellman had to leave, he announced, for a meeting. It was 4:40 
2 the afternoon. Jack waved without looking. George wished 
him a good evening. The studio had encouraged the writers, all 
of them, to keep notebooks in their shirt pockets, which were 
handy, mana ; : 
gement said, not only for ideas and addresses and 
Phone Numbers but for observin | behavior, should 
they Py ae g unusua | e , shou any 
ach notebook had the studio logo and the official 


Seal of th 
e Uni : 
United States of America embossed on the leather cover. 


The inside of Geor. 
h 


ge’s 


Notebook 
Ww: 
e knew, was what ma as blank. 4 


Nagemenr Meant 


Mo 
Ellman left” 


would nod thoughtfully, knowingly “Y, 
no doubt, from behind a ms 


this is valuable information.” 


€ Wrote, Oct 1956: 
falls in love with an all-American man. He is a robot with t au 
errt 
tentions. He pocketed the notebook. At five o'clock a 
hat 


Put on a fresh pot of coffee. 


, It was so shameful, all this Over a man. It wasn’t the first time 
he'd stayed late to keep Jack company while he sweated out the f- 
nal pages of another war picture on deadline—something remark 
ably common in Jack’s life. He knew, even before Jack did, at what 
time he would sigh and wipe his forehead and say, “I hope you 
don’t mind, George,” as he unbuttoned his shirt to the waist. And 
George knew how it would feel to look and not look. Jack, it should 
be remembered, was not young but he wasn’t old, either—in fact 
George's age but better cared for, a machine kept oiled and tuned. 

Jack loved himself. Every few lines, he would give a sort of shrug 
ora roll of the shoulders, which only parted farther the curtains of 
his shirt. From thy clay, George thought, to mould me man. you 
are like me, you are already imagining what George was imagining, 
and you already know why George waited, throughout their brief 


p ate 
years of work together, for Jack to announce that it would beal 


EEE 
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d why such a stupid little phrase lit him up like a coal at 
night, 2 fa fire given a slow, steady blow of life. And it is that 
e heart 0 
, now. Jac 

izes. He opens ees 
desk, you can imagine it mea 
s or Goethe hammered out from memory, 


k stretches his arms. He wipes his brow. He apolo- 
his shirt. Whatever George is typing, over at his 


ns nothing, perhaps even says 
own : 

othing. Lines of Novali 
: or Verlaine, or—God help him—Rimbaud. 


3 a ee know,” Jack said as he shrugged the shirt away al- 
together. Naked for the first one all the way to the waist. = 
mass of his shoulders flicked and jumped as he typed, spasming 
like a horse upset over a fly. He grinned. “Such a savage, right? I’m 
afraid we can't all be as refined, my friend—as civilized—as you.” 
He curled a fresh page into the machine and popped the bottle 
George had procured. “Pretty soon, old George,” he said, and held 
a glass in his direction, “the guys up in Mahogany Row will have 
us all so overworked” —their fingers brushed as George took the 
bourbon Jack had poured—“that we'll all be naked, roaming these 
halls like dogs, grunting and sweating and typing up these stories, 
no one to look at”—he winked—“but each other. Cheers.” It was 
after midnight and there were no other cars in the lot, no other 
lights pouring out onto the balconies. Jack’s feet were propped up 
on his desk, his free hand resting gently in his lap, even if one fin- 
get waved, calmly, like something alive at the bottom of the sea, as 


it brushed something sizably hidden. George did not move. 


All of th} 
this ions—i 
* was many years ago, and the expectations—if not the 
©er cons¢j 
©lousness—of those living in America, or at least those 


liyj 
Ng whit 
ely, had Not yet matured or been yet maltreated into 


12 PATRICK NATHAN 
being. It was before Norman Morri 


SON set hi 
the office window of the secretary at 


On fir 
of defense, an : 


den 
F [fore 


before the "Nation 
ings of what would be called the Civil Rights cae and bea 
‘ . 


in the following century, millions filled the street: oe beforg 
ies to protest its lingering apartheid. Ir was me 
backward nations like Hungary could twenty t 
meet beneath a statue like Jozef Bem’s, in Buda 
the abdication of the People’s Republic. 

Within hours, the crowd had swelled tenfo] 
that evening they had crossed the Danube, gathered outside 
parliament, and toppled the thirty-foot bronze statue of Stalin, 


They'd planted, George read, Hungarian colors in his boots. He 


can students were murdered, in Oh 


bombardment of Cambodia. It was 


Pest, and demand 


d. By nine thirty 


felt electrocuted as he held that morning’s paper. Injected. Gassed, 
He'd forgotten what it was to hope or believe, to imagine a future 
beyond the pale headlights of one’s aimless automobile. It took 
everything to keep his voice flat as he offered the details to Jack, 
whose own distance and malaise, wiped out after their long night 
of work, was a relief. It was never wise, George told me—not in 
those days—to let anyone know you wanted more than what you 
had. As they departed their office and left the valley, the moun- 
tains were beginning to glow in the east. A new, terrible day. But 

how, George thought, could you care about such trivialities? 
“Three hours,” Jack warned. He left him at the curb. Birds had 
noticed the light. The most diligent gardeners had begun theit 
work. Tires were purring just around the corner, on the cool pav 
meat of La Brea, and there was a wealth of crisp shade all around 
ae things pera So peaceful. The boy from the movie 
, Se name, it turned out, was also Jack, but whom 
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named Jacques, had taken to showing up at random if 


ick 
George mC 5 of the night and demanding love or punishment. It 


unholy DO 

hing t 
was not i - had established itself through repetition, through 
plans—Y 


f slee 
trerns © Got ; 
es . -hout George's permission. They'd met outside the theater 
i 


hey’d spoken about or agreed to—they never made 


Pp and tumescence. He even had a key, a copy he’d 


made Ww 
only two weeks ago- 


Jacques was full of souls and they were all tormented. He 


leaned the apartment for George and wore an apron when he 
clea 


tried to cook; he was nineteen and said terrible things like, “Come 
make love to your wife.” To make love meant to torture. It wasn't 
enough until you'd bruised him. There were wounds up and down 
his arms, every stage from fresh to scar. He’d once shown George 
the pleasure, he called it, of extinguishing a cigarette on his thigh. 
“Never do that again,” George warned. 

That morning, he aped perfectly a wife’s cinematic jealousy. He 
was furious that George had been out “all night,” though who can 
know at what time Jacques had drifted into George’s apartment to 
smell his clothes and suck up all his air. He was sobbing, smashing 
as many plates and photo frames as he could reach before George 
contained him. His accusations were tedious: “You don't love me, 
youre only using me, you don’t appreciate me, you're breaking my 
heart.” 

ut was ridiculous to speak of love here, George said. “What men 
do : Not love. Don’t be so perverse.” By the time they’d performed 
eu entire grotesque operetta with its betrayals and reconcilia- 
ae ee and lovemaking, George’s three hours were up. 
Pee a ae money was concerned, it was now October 24. 

id, “I'm sorry for doubting you’; he said, “Fuck me”— 


Words th 
at always excited them both, no matter when or where, 


inside him, this boy, 


knew which Way it wo 


wouldn't be able to escape. — 

In the shower they soap 
was perhaps sleepy enough, 
fo press his lips to his with 


if it wasn’t love. To place your skin in 
contact with another's, even if he was a man and the thrilling part, 


the meat of it, was over and done with—there had to be a way to 


endure it. And this boy, Jacques, he did have such skin. 


Budapest in flames. New York crumbling into the sea. Los An 
geles in ruins. The Soviets had rushed in with weapons but wer¢ 
not shooting. Nuclear war had come and gone. He was asleep 
and awake and dead but alive. Stalin had returned. Hitler had '¢ 
turned. Our planet was to collide with another. His parents ha! 
been abducted and lobotomized, surgically enslaved machines 


4 ‘on 
i i i in ain 
who wouldn’t recognize him. The trains were running ag 
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d from bone and teeth and hair. The Martians would 
forge 
tracks : 

merciless wit 
be They would show us pieces of ourselves. Ancient 
ment. 


h our bodies, they would torture and vivisect and 


experi 
woul 
i d topped 
e trains had never stopped. 
: abyss. Th 
into the 


had been a deep sweat of days: newspapers, nightmares, 
It ha 


d slither out of the oceans and pull the entire city down 


drinks, double features, men. “You dene look well, Se Jack 
said. It was already Friday. At the etal Gociee watched his type- 
Reirer as though it might write something by inset or hard could 
it be? Irdidn’t take much to pass as a script, not in this town. He con- 
tinued to ignore the entreaties for a sequel and instead tried formu- 
lating a treatment for the robot picture, but he could only describe 
the robot's duplicitous all-American flesh in such detail that he had 
no choice but to take the pages home and burn them. “You should be 
celebrating,” Jack went on. “At the beach last night, some boys were 
just tormenting this poor girl, telling her the sand was teeming with 
tadioactive spiders. That pretty soon they’d take over the whole city. 
Youve really done it, George. You opened the little door in their little 
heads and stepped right in.” But what did movies matter in his life 
now? Who cared if one of his little fantasies—his bedtime stories, 
he said—got talked about or written up or even made money? He 
hadn't wanted to think about his home country in years, and now 
one of the world’s great nations was out there being reborn. 


“You always know just what to say, Jack.” 


On the balcony, he smoked and watched the production teams 


build and rearrange their flimsy worlds. Wispy ropes of clouds 


i ; 
assoed and whipped the sun westward. Whatever ends us, he 
thought, will come from the sk 


the end : 
ie » the Paradise, the refuge. But it wasn’t enough. It wouldn't 
€ safe, 
We were a planet now, no way off or out. 


y- California had meant itself to be 


PATRICK NATHAN 


What was happening in Bud 
Three days in, they were calling j 


See 
George’s nightmares, was stil] dea 


apest had desta 
C @ revolution. Sta 
d, but his haunted 
Ngarian People’s Rep 


| as. At first, the Amer 
excited—a nation was turning its back on Russia b 
—but 


h 
learned that the young people and their intellectuals ae eN they 


ivena|; 
of demands, all of which would protect workers and ae 3 
med- 


ilizeg hin 


in ce 
’ despit, 


Bovernmen 


ublic from 


had sent troops to protect the Hu 
the disgusted youth and their ide 


ICANS Were 


icine to all and offer educations to anyone who wanted one, a 
excitement turned into betrayal. These socialists, it was said, would 
get what was coming to them. The people had chosen their fate. 

Even a happy dog, an idiot dog, has a nose like a hunter's 
hound. The Americans who peopled George's life asked him for 
his thoughts on this “revolution.” He confessed he knew noth- 
ing, same as they—that is, only what he read in the papers. When 
they felt brazen enough to ask where he was from, he said as he'd 
always said—“Europe”—preferring its lack of commitment ot 
association. It still worked, though he could see less of an under- 
standing now, and in its place a flowering suspicion. Good Europe 
or bad Europe? He stopped reading in public places. He pretended, 
as Jack drove them to and from the studio, that he was too tired 
for the news. Which wasn’t, he told me, a hard thing to pretend: 
He barely slept and felt feverish, damply paranoid from morning 
to night and night to morning. There would have to be somewher¢ 
for him to go, and soon. He hoped never to hear communism ot cap” 
italism ever again; he only wanted, once more, a home. : 
The nightly movies were supposed to annihilate his brain- 
went to worship and to be destroyed but instead saw ee. 
tions, and he analyzed them. Theaters south of Sunset offered a 


. , 
's rooms 
ditional distractions, but even the cocks he sucked in men 
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- He was thinking in sentences now. In 
', obliterate him. 


Z : : 
ing i ‘n front of him, a wintry tree flus 

utting itself in 

s. It was P 


cure 
struc 
sh fat and lazy fow f a conversation 
we ], something that would be part of a co ; 
’ 


- ite 


He broke an © Sage aielemost like yourself, when you relaxed 


ret W ; 

ard a sec : 

2 self. You never knew what you'd say after a martini, and 
‘ r : 

jnto you 


twas worse, he told me, to be conscious, to be think- 


id rule and drank himself stupid. It was harder to 


, but i 
to Bee acs of what would come next, of what kind of world, 


Pe a say in it, could be built. It wasn’t, after all, like living in 
FE ik there were only so many people wpe spoke his real lan- 
guage and it was hard, in a moment like this, to keep voce cut 
off from them, to withhold your imagination, even your wisdom, 
ina time of deep, dreamy need. 

To paper over his long absences, he plied Jacques with gifts. He 
especially loved french fries, and if George showed up with a cone 
ofthem from the hamburger stand on Sycamore, even at ten o'clock 
at night, he could avoid an incident. It felt ridiculous and false. 
Whatever existed between them seemed measured in the calm be- 
tween incidents; eventually, he’d have to get rid of him or leave him 
behind. It wasn’t something either could sustain, even if Jacques 
was too young to know it. Being lonely was so terrible. Someone 
who smiled when you mispronounced a word, or who plucked an 
ae eyelash from your cheek—it would weaken anyone. You're 
ae told himself. You can’t think clearly. You've no 
here ae a: In other sreamn different dreams, he and 
Wore long — Budapest and sipped colles on balconies. They 
the mis s and visited museums and lived, simultaneously, in 

s above Los Angeles, They walked in the clouds and 


SWam in é 
the Tipples of the sky. “You're burning,” Jacques said as he 
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shook him awake. Despite his youth, Jacques und 
€TStood ill 
. n 1 
m, loved him, before . It 
yd 
ame, but 


was clear that someone had nursed hi 


. “ i! , 
cast him out. “Poor Georgie,” he whis 


pered—on] 
closer than anyone else in this city h NY a pet py, 


ad come t : 
forgotten syllables. : Sree 


Y foreign 
That Friday, he called Madeline. She would appreciate h: 

€ Nis Pain, 
ft early—he hadn' 
ore than furniture 


, 
he began, “that some. 


at least if he made it exciting, exotic. Jack had le 
bothered to say why—and Ellman was little m 
George let a little of himself out. “Let’s say,’ 
one demanded you define love. . . 2” 
“Christ, George,” she said. “It’s early.” 


“It’s nearly five o'clock. Post meridian.” 
“Ts that all?” 


“No one ever thinks it’s going to happen to him,” he wenton. In 

truth, George still didn’t believe it had happened to him. He knew 
‘love” here was fever and fervor, tangled in revolution—a young 
soul trapped in Hugo or Tolstoy, or some university youth with a 
tattered and cripplingly underlined Lukacs. The politics of it, even 
the shape of it, had infected him with an adolescent's passion. He 
wanted to stand somewhere and make a speech people would re 
member. But Madeline yawned aggressively whenever anyone mer 
tioned politics. Besides, it was never a good idea, anywhere, t0 4 
too terribly specific when phone lines were involved. So he blamed 
his heart. “I honestly don’t know what to do with... . her.” 

“Yes you do. I’m sending a car.” 

“Don't be ridic—” 

“Call her and tell her to pack for a weekend. Swimsuit optional 
as always. Drinks are at six thirty, dinner at seven thirty. Lillierar” 
getting ready now. Oh, George, this will be wonderful, thank you 
So much for suggesting it.” She hung up. 
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ked at the receiver as it mocked him with its drone. 
ee a creature that might easily anger. Ellman 
faintest grin tugging at his cheek. “You net intseesune 
bee ae id, then turned and winked. It was jarring, like no- 
ee oe painting had moved overnight. He went on, still 
tng a sta 
to make eye ne “I 
eC ee eh e I know is as interesting 

George smiled. “I’m not sure anyon 


: i ; 
have interesting friends, too, ifyou'd 


asall that,” he said, and excused himself and ies face in = 
lavatory sink. Only an idiot would fall for ae an obvious trap, 
thought. But then what was he lately but an idiot? Strung out on 
nightmares and a bad chill? 

Perhaps Madeline was right. Some sun, some sea. Vainly, he let 
his hand drape slowly down the contours of his face, the paunch 
under each eye that rarely, these days, went away, and the twin 
lines, like parting curtains, that swept away from his nose and out 
toward his jaw. As he'd watched Madeline do, in her vulnerable 
moments, he placed a finger at each of his temples and pulled up 
and back, only a little, and watched all those lines vanish at once. 
Then he let go, and frowned. 

“It’s so peaceful,” Ellman said as George returned to his chair, 
“without that yahoo clomping about.” If George’s desk was east 
on their office compass, and Ellman’s south, Jack was their North 
Star; no wonder, he mused, we are adrift. He ignored Ellman’s 
signals, whatever they were, and pictured instead Jack’s body, 
as oe panne of it, the parading of it, stung like the opu- 
on ae e homes in Beverly Hills, or of citrus trees casting their 

0 the dirt. It was peaceful, George realized—like death or 


lik ‘ : 
© gfowing horribly old. Jack was a movie; he made you want to 
eel erased. 
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——— 


Mysteries. 
collected people—those she ee Own 4 iSsion 
ee so interesting,” she'd accused George es interesting 
met. “We'll have dinner.” It was at a release e eh time they 
cer flick he’d written, and he’d scarcely said ce é = Yi a 
addressed to her. She still, back then : UBB 


had f 
4 or George 
3 an a ) 
aura, someone who'd want nothing to do with his Ngel’s 
m 


world. By then, Madeline had aged out of the studio's a little 


efer 
for her, and most of her work came from long but spo a 


ee tadic stints 
e stage in New York. No one, in other words, knew why she'd 

been there 
, celebrating a new mediocre film with the rest of them, 
Later, George realized that her husband was, for his own rea- 
sons, inattentive to Madeline, and didn’t mind her taking younger 
men as companions, particularly the sort of handsome, blank 
young men so often cast in the roles George wrote for them, and 

thus in attendance at these parties. 


“You're sleeping with him?” he remembered whispering as they 
ate—or snacked, rather—on her terrace. 

“Not anymore,” she lamented. “He’s with Walt now.” Walter— 
the inattentive husband—had just stepped away to mix another 


drink. 


They truly were, George had thought then, interesting people. 
He’d never felt so at ease, so unmotivated to lie. 

Before Madeline, he’d never heard of Malibu—this strang? 
shantytown of millionaires. Their house was a sprawling, Roman 
kind of thing meant to look ancient but was infested with appli 
ances and electricity and carpet the color of cake frosting. Below 


the terrace and its heated pool, they had a quarter mile of private 


Oe 


THE FUTURE WAS COLOR 21 


her neighbor ever seemed to be home to spoil even 
d neit 


distance while George had never forgotten his com- 
t dis = 


life, it was the kind of home—if the word wasnt too 
in lite, 


. “ 
hat seduced even the most ethically resolute. “A person 
neat 


d here and enjoy it,” he once told her, and she shiv- 


” Madeline said when George and Jacques 


- od, Both were sullen. Jacques had thought George was telling 
e. ack his things because they were to never see each other 
im to : 
. =i rather than express relief after George clarified the mis- 

again, 
understanding, 
in silence. The burden of cheer was left to Madeline—which, 


his rage only deepened, and they spent their jour- 


oy “a . ” . 
wasn’t much of a challenge for her. “Your skin,” she said 


of course, 
as she took Jacques’s hand and pulled him closer. “I’ve never seen 
anything quite like it.” 

“This is Jacques,” George said. 

“Jack,” Jacques corrected. “He thinks the Frenchy name is 
funny.” 

Madeline smiled. “It’s very funny, and so much more charm- 
ing. In fact it’s a gift. I do think you should keep it.” 

His hand still in hers, Jacques curled his fingers to escape, but 
George caught the little grin he tried to hide. “Thank you for hav- 
ing us,” Jacques said—precisely, as though a child given strict in- 
structions. He didn’t recognize her, that much was clear. 

The first martinis were ready and so were the next ones. Walt 
= ee in cone them himself, waiting until you took your 

nodding in approval before he moved on, a priest of 
ee te his career had not been forced into meta- 
; Walt continued to appear in two to four films every 


year, m 
ost . 
of them westerns and detective stories, and he carried 
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ee though he never forgot it Which 
- Whic Meant h 
ew 


; ne Jacque 
onsomething illegally powerful, Walt a 
Perso 


Person, not knowing how to behave or where to | 
a FS | 4 ” . ey ~ 
Yes, it’s him,” Madeline whis 
him gently into her husband’s 


George understood how it was th 


one you did recognize—someo 


as 89 
: Me. 
d. Like 


ered j 
in Jacques's ear, 


realm It wasn’ 
2 as ‘ 
AT until then the 


at Madeline intended to help 


rae eno 
ee , another. Only Madeline, and ph. 
the bookshelves and windowsills of his apartment, knew about the 
second—something he'd confided when he still craved her esteem, 
when he tried to seem as interesting as she wanted to believe he 
was. These deeply unserious films—he was so much more than 
that, he’d wanted her to know. But like all confidences, it turned 
into a vulnerability; it made him afraid of Madeline, her fickleness. 
George felt he had no choice but to tell her everything she asked. 
“So what is it you're really working on?” she wanted to know, 
once Walt and Jacques were deep in a conversation of their own. 
George hid behind a sip of his drink. “I’m sure you've heard,” 
he lied, “of what's happening in Hungary—the students’ revolt 
the attempt at suppression, their demands and so on.” 
“Yes,” she imagined. “It’s all just so shocking.” 
“I’m putting together some thoughts, that's all.” 
“Some thoughts?” 


“I don’t precisely know what they are, just yet: I haven't felt A 
haan 


I've had much time to think, to organize.” In truth George ‘ 
in his 
in 


put a single word to paper—Nnot on the machine and not 


Adnah 
anor 


d 
ok, Mary 


and Pusheq 7 
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d been trying to resist. To react, in words, to what 
’d bee 
Budapest would b 
didn’t come here to hope. 
k like this—or called, if he was feeling espe- 


5 over the last several years, if to a lesser 


otedooks- ue 
was happening 
pe left ond ago. He 

He’d been struc : 
d—many time = 
ty. In New York, he’d written essays and criti- 


e to harbor hope for a country 


cially exalte 
d intensi | 
os Jarly, more seriously, and had even tried to publish 


vaguely European G. W. Kurtz, whose byline 


degree 4 
cism more regu 


under the obscure, 


i i iving i York.” 
3 Kurtz is a writer living in New s 
t beyond Mr. 
never wen 


Even in the rare essay 
tinued to live in New York—his correspondence managed from 
con 


George mailed from Los Angeles, Mr. Kurtz 


the address of a painter he trusted, and whose oily fingerprints on 

the rejection slips she forwarded conjured a grief it was difficult 

not to indulge. He could see what he'd lost. Honest, dirty sunlight 
in along, cold room, where the water pipes and the air ducts, and 
even the sofas dragged up from the streets, all groaned at your 
presence, and where people talked, really talked, until four or five 
in the morning, and then talked some more over coffee, and meant 
what they said. The hot steam of the cafeterias, how you couldn't 
see anything but shapes out their windows, blues and patterned 
greys and strips of fluttering beige, and drips, and streaks, an en- 
tire wall of painted light. Was it any wonder, he thought, that so 
many of them had come to prefer color for color’s sake? 


r 

What you need,” Madeline said, “is solitude. Some time 
away.” A window slammed so su 
he Winced at its an 
the rim of her glass 


Too ; 
™m, my darling.” 


ddenly in George’s mind that 
ger, its pain. She was smiling at him, petting 
like a piece of jewelry. “You know we have the 
And you know I couldn't take it.” 


“Don't i Naas 
€ ridiculous, George. You're really onto something, I’m 


————“‘( 
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sure of it. The world needs you, and it need 
ing out summer trash and fooling around ; You here 
wi 


She couldn’t find the word as she ere th some _ 
e 


r 
at J acque 5 


its less offensi « a 
ve synonym. “You know what Tate 


Ime 
an, 
much more than what you have, and it’s x You 


e least | 
Can qd 
you some space to think and t i 
O write. Besides ; 
Ss, IMagine 


©) £0 give 
. vs cee real writer resting something from ate 
my little house here on the beach. Just having you h IN8, all in 
what you're up to—it would be so interesting.” ere, knowing 
George fini is dri j 
BO. ete a ae me S a cigarette, She cuthim 
kept in a tray on the ottoman : . ae asia 
a satanic green. He knew this an = oer en 
ow she seduced people. In 
another time they'd have burned her as a witch. But they'd have 
burned George, too, little bundle of sticks, so to speak, that he was 
And a Jew. “What about Jacques?” he said, but he already knew. 
“Yes, Jacques.” She laughed and gathered her dress into her 
arms, unsinking herself from the deep corner of the sofa. ‘Walt,’ 
she called, and he snapped to her attention. She pointed at the 
bar and made a small gesture with her thumb, and Walt did as 
she bade. With George and Jacques, she was less mysterious: 
“Let's see how the terrace is doing, shall we?” she said, and guided 
them both through the large sliding doors of the salon and out 
into the night. Even the stars here were pink, as though she'd dyed 
them herself. And the moonlight on the water. And the jaz2 °” 
the radio. An unmistakable pop came from the living room an 
Walt reappeared, absolutely naked, with a bottle and four glasse* 


Jacques turned a shade of red George knew well, but he didn't = 
| while 
rhe 


much encouragement. He stripped and dove into the poo 


Walt carefully followed. George and Madeline reclined 0D 


————— 


THE FUTURE WAS COLOR 25 


i i moan 
em swim, and tease, and kiss, and ; 


| ounger s 
and meanw. 


theories their 


New york, the things P 


George expected to be : st 
. 4 called himself his wife, who'd professed, like an actor giving 
who 


what George would always mean to him, looked him 


ach other their secrets, their gossip, their 


f cake, where to buy croissants in 


hile told e 
favorite texture fo) 
oets died for, and how he never in his life, 


here, doing this, seeing this, while the boy 


, monologue, 
right in the eye as t | 
ave himself a generous coating © 
behind. Madeline had always understood what people wante tr 


his famous leading man spread out a towel, 


f spit, and slipped into him from 


She did have, you must admit, a talent. 


THE RESIDENCY 


He woke early the next morning. Jacques had slept in Walt’s bed, 
and despite the gin and champagne and cigarettes, George felt 
wholly himself. He searched for a dressing gown, embarrassed by 
yesterday’s wrinkled clothes tossed over the back of a chair. In- 
stead, in the wardrobe, he found clothes of his own, including 
the robe he liked to wear in the mornings. Along another wall, 
he noticed a small stack of boxes—books, news clippings, jour- 
ee ce books and clippings, his magazines. So too 
Pewriter, his notepads and pens. In his head, he practiced a 
oo would, over breakfast, turn down Madeline’s offer 
Biieen en even if it meant hiring a cab. With all his things 
alee Noe Be he wanted to be angry—Joe, as it were, 
- But it was, he told me, such a beautiful, quiet room 


on Such a b a E 
Cared f fautiful, quiet beach, and despite the violation he felt 
°r- Even protected. 


4 
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Outside his room, there was NO trace of the; 
fir debay, 
Che 


glasses on the terrace or in the salon, no bottl 
es, no di 
1s 


derwear, no bundled-up towels or stains. T 


on the piano and a spread of fruit and pastri 


Now that he'd been spotted, a carafe of co 


0 
Un. 

here were fresh to 
Se 

€s on the table g 8 


ocean lay curled up and purring at their feet 


Much to his shock, he told me, he worked. It was prov; 
he'd woken up early; by the time he’d had his coffee Ee Ovidenta 


; nd hi 
and jam and gone back to his room, no one coe is bread 


ets 3 € servants— 
who despite his efforts didn’t say much beyond yes or no or of 
Course, 


sir—was awake. In his room, a desk 
ably while he'd sipped his coffee and ean A e ee 
yed the beach, the moun- 
tains, everything in its morning tinge of blue—the only time L.A. 
was ever blue. Here, his typewriter faced a great wall of windows. It 
was like a postcard or a magazine, something trying to sell him cig- 
arettes or furniture or a tour around the world. Madeline was silly, 
he decided. Her ideas about people were childish, dehumanizing. 
He thumbed through his papers, stacked neatly beside the Olivetti. 
Ideally, we would not be human at all, he thought, but here we are. Out 
of curiosity he typed it, to see how it would look. 

All day, no one bothered him. At noon, a young woman 
brought him a sandwich and a salad and a chilled glass of chat- 
donnay, and, when he'd finished with that, a fresh cup of coffee. 
The problem was violence—and who had the privilege of defining 
it. Which meant there were certain societal or cultural obligation* 
to consider the experience of violence, the simulation of violence: 
Even, he thought, the testament of violence. As he knew, it had its 
Bee a which you could never neglect or overlook. 

n between paragraphs, George thumbed through one book, 


then an 
° : : 
ther. Each note in each margin suggested that he linge! 


Utside 
N its Way, The 
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¢ only to remember what, originally, had caught his 
iI O ; . 
on that eae was aristocratic— its temptation to announce 


: -ned. What meaning was there in declaring, from 

was rullicr: 

hat life was terrible—that man had no future? It was 
a 


ones oe . -cism to say that life could not or should not go on 
ife drew to a comfortable close. 
5 to say, 4S narcissism it was unique. 
pee Jden hours: some things earned their names. The 

ee sci had deepened and warmed, as though he could 
= his hand into its black pool of metal and pull out a stone or 
,moothened pebble, or a little inky conch. Fans of oily light on the 
windowglass, his cigarette’s curls like a cold rope of honey spooned 
into water. The day's—every day’s—spilled cup of tea. George had 
been alone for eight hours. He'd read no news, heard no voices. He 
walked over to the window and put his hand on the glass. There 
was the beach and there was the surf and there, if you let the part 
ofyou that knew better go quiet, was endlessness. It wouldn't be so 
hard to believe. You could be old or sick and waiting here, at one of 
the world’s last places, farthest places, tasting the breeze you knew 
or thought you knew would carry your breath once it finally let go 
of your body, and sail where only breath sails. He closed his eyes 
and pulled in a deep breath and imagined it, yet something seized 


me muscles and he couldn't hang on—his laughter pulled out of 
'm as if it weren’t his at all. 


George was happy. 


It , 
They . ’snta bad way to end a day, and he left his room as it was. 
ked a all on the terrace—these two movie stars and their na- 
t . 
drink ae guilty and happy as he was. Madeline offered him a 
» Ha 
diffculs ve you had one before?” she asked, placing him in the 


if inevit Aap 
able, position of having to inquire: 
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“One?” 


“Oh, George,” she laughed. She gestured at; 
escence, trembling in the martini glass like a litt] : Seafoam Dal 
somewhere hot and milkily forgotten, “Hemi © Prackish har 


. n . st 
in the Afternoon.’ You're supposed to drink Bay calls i Deat 


h 


thr 
he stipulates—slowly.” In one gulp she kn C€ tO five of them, 


ocked 
mained and laughed. “But what does he know re back What 


When he got a moment and the absinthe had loosened }; 
George sat quietly with Jacques while Madeline lectured h c 


: : er husband 
on the importance of offering, with dinner, a variety of cheeses, “y 
. Ou 


think I'm angry,” he said. Jacques kept his eyes lowered. There were 
handprints on his throat and a deep, purple bite on his shoulder 
Even now, George was captivated—and thankful that his arousal 


was hidden beneath his clothes. “I think it’s beautiful,” he went on, 


te. 


“to see you enjoy life, and enjoy it so... what is the right word? So 
radically. Is it too much to say I'm proud of you, my little Jacques?” 
The boy began to cry. As ifon instinct he slid over onto George's 
lounger and curled up into him, his head on his chest. “I just never 
thought people could live like this.” 
George laughed and took another sip. “With money, you can 
live however you want. It makes nothing matter.” 

“I want to have money.” 

“Yes. Even the rich want money. Perhaps nobody more a 
they.” He looked at Madeline, at Walt. It wasn’t the first time he'd 
imagined them ruined, even destitute. Their alcoholism and lon’ 
liness reduced to swill, to terrible skin and diseases YOU coul 
smell rotting from within. To see them bent and broken, old before 
their time as all the world’s poor are. Even if it were impossible : 


Was so i 3 

e mething George had conjured as an experiment, 4° a 
er 

revenge. Was he cruel for it? 
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id never be rich, of course. Nor George. They 
wou : “ 
fit. He wanted to tell him not to worry about it, 
de Oo it. : 
werent mA use it wouldn't matter, It would all be for noth- 


ee.wias good just the way he was. But no one ever 
cqu 

‘ and J a 

ny 


ies of truth. He kissed his forehead, 
his particular spec 
pelieved t 


+4 s ad . 

g of bleach. “You are kind,” he said. “That is the most 
rtan 
its swee 

” 
: anortant. S 
= frer another drink, Madeline announced—her own word—a 
After 


digression. “what I mean is ne I'd like ee talk about — 
|se,” she explained. She hadn't been talking about anything. 

ale sunk deep in his chair, gazed into the abyss. “What the 
hell is there to talk about.” 

She plucked her husband’s lighter from the glass table and 
twirled it in her fingers, sometimes lit, sometimes not. Its little 
metal clink each time it snapped closed made George itch for a cig- 
arette. Then she sighed. “Let's talk about... about dreams. No.” 
She sat up and tossed the lighter on the table. “I nearly forgot—l 


wantto talk about cheese. In fact I’d like to go shopping. George’ — 
she pointed—“let’s get dressed.” 


ee once she got something into her head it was 
care ae e had to eRe George would understand, and 
and she oe - - lovely Sons for a drive? They sat side by side 
stones in the a = as in hers. Yucca leaves, bony mesquite, 
They weren't eh es like palmfuls of pearls held out to the sea. 

Boing far. George couldn't see the driver and felt 


asha 
Med. it és 
was 5 See : 
indecent not to know who carried your life in his 
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hands. The fromagerie, as Madeline loudly called 


2 7 it 
town” on a little street of shop » Was 


S—a gas j 
: parent Wo rest 
a lineup of wooden shacks, all facing the water If AUrant, 
. eo ’ 
stood her correctly, young men blew in from time to ¢: "BE Undes. 
: ; Ume |j 
of jellyfish to ride the waves, shake the sea out of thei - Pods 
nie eir lo 
start fires on the beach. “It’s like something out of a : cks, and 
, 5 no le » 
she said. Her breath was astringent and George wondered Bend, 
: ere Over h: 
own, too self-conscious to test it behind his hand. “y, a 
. —» j Qu Would ap- 
preciate it. 


The cheese shop was more of a deli, though decidedly un-Jew. 
ibs There were salamis and hams hung from the ceiling, jars of ol 
ives and jams on the shelves, baskets of bread, and bins of shelled 
and unshelled nuts. But Madeline wasn’t wrong—there were mote 
varieties of cheese here than in any of the American stores George 
had ever seen. More even than in Budapest, though that was per- 
haps not the fairest comparison. The owner, she explained, was 
Peter Houghton, the actor. (Madeline always used the definitive 
article.) He'd fallen in love, she explained, with France, but then 
fell in love with California. And never cared much for his own En- 
gland. But who would, after such places? 

George recognized instantly what he and Houghton had in 
common. For a moment, he feared this was what Madeline had 
devised—first, lure him out to this middle of nowhere 0? Be 
ocean, then pair him up with someone local. But it was only aco” 
incidence. Or, more appropriately, an inevitability: Madeline liked 
a certain kind of friend and lacked imagination or interest n 8% ; 
ering others. Cultured men, as it were, men with mannet®) men ° 
refinement. Safe men. 

George was just telling me how much he missed thé food : 


E ” C 
“rope, Madeline said. “And I thought, I know the perfect place: 


JUst fa 
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‘led and feigned a cough into his hand as Houghton 
= 4 ” 
‘on he knew was coming—" Where in Europe?” — 
er tO pretend he hadn't heard. A Brit would never, 
it easie 


risk the humiliation of asking twice. 


Jutched his arm and nodded toward the cabinet. 


hat a myth. He wasn’t sure how often Madeline vis- 
or what she did there, aside from eat aod drink and buy new 
“Nor was he sure, outside of the occasional phe ts or 
glm, what it looked like. In fact it was in films eae he imagined 
her, as she went from bistro to bistro or café to café, as abe wales 
along the Seine. The camera would follow her, trembling slightly 
with the cinematographer's flaws, as in so many of the new films. 
Ir was like her, of course, to have never asked—to have just as- 
sumed that Paris was part of everyone's life, or at least everyone 
che had in hers. Paris was just another thing to collect for peo- 
ple like Madeline—that is, for people who couldn't appreciate it. 
George smiled. “I’ve never been, I’m afraid.” 
He'd known, of course, how she would react, and there were 
a dozen other things he could have said to avoid piercing her 
Bos That’s what they say, perhaps, or That’s how I always picture 
it. But sometimes Madeline brought out what was most cruel in 
George. There was even a delight in it, to bring others low, to exert 
oC smiled at him and took a half step away from the 
mith the eae as if she’d been caught associating 
somewhat Tanee a re a laughed. beans I exaggerate 
it's just like Mie : e aS or anynse I've been. Maybe 
» or California, I don’t really know. I never really 


Now, 
do 1, what I'm talking about.” 


They sel 
e 
<ted, on Houghton's chilly advice, two soft cheeses, 


a 
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one firm, a baguett i 
e, quince preserv, 
€fves, anda]; 
a lit 


lettes. “Made here in the shop, you know,” h tle jar of tabbj 
’ e Said, 


. t 
te recipe, he began, but George didn’t follow He had a 
mistake to have let Madeline abduct him, to the rest. It wag 
, Carry hi 


a handbag, wear him like a scarf. Right when he § ™ around li 
there was at last something to be serious abo : : 
ut. 
at his sudden rage. It dammed up his veins and h 4 

ar 


ened the flesh 


in his arms. ‘ 
ms. He wouldn't be anyone's object, any spoil 
rotten little dog. Potted woman 


alled, When 


Was Shocke ‘| 


“If you'll excuse me,” he said while Madeline paid. He flash 
: ashed 


her his smile and stepped out onto the sidewalk, where h 
bumped into Jack Turner. € neatly 


George!” It was the most wonderful thing he’d heard in days 


Their stories went like this: 

Jack was in Malibu to check in on his aunt, who’d just had an 
operation—the ambiguity of which, George noticed, gave an au- 
thority you barely wanted to question. Doreen had a garden, Jack 
said, and it would break her heart to see it fallow. She had a mon- 
stera her mother had given as a wedding present and her mother 
was dead. It wasn't too bad of a drive, and he’d always meant '® 
spend more time with poor Doreen, now that she was S° alone; he 
only wished it were under different circumstances, that he hadnt 
waited until she'd rendered herself an invalid. “I’m sure YoU have 
family, George, so you understand.” 

Meanwhile, George was spending a long weekend with an old 
friend of his—she was in the shop just now, finishing her pur 
chase. He said purchase—as opposed to her 2 der or (even worse) 
her shopping—as a reminder, a little linguistic tap, that, wher 


ever George was from, certainly no family had followed him; yet 


he smiled all the same. And wasn’t thi, a strange place? It we 
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‘ful or desolate, neither could decide. They looked at 
eautl u 


Doreen was fond of the place, J ack said. Even the 
ains- 


she moun ont him here, a8 4 matter of fact, for her favorite Ci- 
'ds 

village 5 We strangely dainty shopping bag and gestured two 

ars. He he George thought—another detail that 


would’ve made it past the producers if he’d put 
--+ Old women don’t smoke cigars, they'd say, and slash 
ine, George offered—and here he used her real name 
med unwise not to—was just praising the local busi- 


pecause it see 


ses particularly Mr. Houghton’s cheese shopaihe egecncn 
nesses, 


was $0 sophisticated, had he ever stopped in? It reminded him, he 
fied, of Europe, of his youth. 

“You say that as ifyou weren't still a handsome man,” Jack said. 
For the first time, their little play failed, and a heat flushed up from 
Jack’s collar into his neck. George knew he'd caught it, too, and 
looked down. The sidewalk was a spilled macaroni of discarded 
cigarettes and he hideously craved one, a gift for his nervous fin- 
gers and lonely lips. He reached for his case and offered one to Jack 
and they stood smoking together. The ocean was hidden by the 
storefronts across the street but they could hear it, or at least the 
peas cars that sounded enough like surf to be it. A tabloid rack 
os Boushtons shop offered an exclusive front-page story: 
ee ae Death from Above! Based on Real Government 
ree ae a were pnoroeteP hs to go with it, supposed 
eee Be enormous radioactive spiders that breathed 
proof Ge, oe ee out there somewhere in the desert. The 
coe pe was like al the othe proofs—grainy, blurry, 
one arachnoid star oe into a single dark grey, with perhaps 
N the ink. The ike an occultist’s asterisk hiding somewhere 


yd done the same with high-contrast close-ups of 
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Mojave lizards when Godzilla, King of the Monsters! had invaded 
theaters that spring. The things people wanted to believe, 

“George, you make friends everywhere you 20.” Ma delin 
stepped between them and plucked the cigarette from George's hand 
but only held it, her hand cocked to the side as she scanned Jack— 
shoes, belt, fingernails, haircut—to see where he belonged. The 
wind was gentle enough and the street sheltered enough for her to 
get what she wanted, that little curl of smoke parallel with her eyes, 

“Madeline, this is Jack Turner. Jack, this is Madeline.” 

“Morrison.” 

“Madeline Morrison.” 

Jack kissed her hand. “I can't believe it,” he said. “Even more 
beautiful in person than on the screen. I never would've thought 
our old George was such a jet-setter.” 

“Jet-setter!” She laughed. “Oh, that’s so interesting. George, 
he’s wonderful.” 

“Jack is rather charming, yes,” George admitted. 

“You must have dinner with us.” 

Jack blushed again and looked away. “Well, thankyou, tha 


be more than a fan could ask for. I don’t really want to bother— 


rwould 


“You know I’m going to insist.” i 
a“ a 
“Then I suppose we'll have dinner.” He laughed. “Georg? 
my phone number. Perhaps you'll let me know—” 
“Right now.” 
Jack froze. ned hi 


‘ouc 
“I do hope you haven't eaten,” she went on, andt itl 
w together 47 


ul 
se and breads 


best.” 


on the shoulder. “We were just about to thro 
something, quite simple, a little wine and chee 

: ie e 
with all the best. I always insist, George knows, 07 th 


“She is insistent,” George agreed. 
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Jor had drained back out of Jack’s face, and taken a lit- 
co 

at t. George felt helpless as Jack dragged deeply, as he 
xhaled into the sky. “Then we'll have dinner, won't 


Th 
tle extra with i 
shrugged and e 
wer” Jack said. “You rea 
ones, of course!—they really are true. 
ast pulled from George's cigarette and handed 


lly are too kind. All the rumors—the good 


Madeline at | 


it back. “I apologize for the frantic, last-minute nature of the in- 


vite, but I do find that whatever we want most is best seized in the 
moment. Besides, these really aren't things to overprepare for, are 
they?” She smiled and touched, again, his shoulder, and waited pa- 
tiently as Jack searched his pockets for something to write on—a 
little leather notebook, say, embossed with the seal of the United 
States, which lay hidden behind Jack’s hand as he wrote, carefully, 
the digits of Madeline’s house number and, should he get lost (there 
was only one road, George thought), how to reach her by telephone. 
“We'll see you momentarily, Jack Turner,” she said, and slipped 
into the car. Alone again, George turned to him and made the face of 
2 eee oe pent be this to eon told Jack he’d 
aes sh a to ae his time, don’t feel like you have to rush. 
Re ae — eeeet as they drove away, to sweep under 
ee : the furniture, and stuff deep into the closer. 
Y he looks at p 
Watched for the first olj you, 
ties, George. All te a 
e best ones.” 


Madeline said bitterly as she 
e beach. “The stuff of love sto- 


Dinner Was ha 
You'd thin 


Unted b : 
ut not catastrophic. In fact, George told me, 
and 


e 
Y Were all Normal people having a good time. Walt 


adelin 
€satclo 
S 
€r together and touched one another now and 
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then—on the ar 
™m, above the table, or more y: 
€ Visib] 
Y Surr 


the kne if i 
e, as if it were a secret. He lit her ¢j Ptitig 
Sarettes : 
a 


hi . 
at | is jokes. When she made to retrieve a shaw] Pd she rete 
quickly once the sun was down—Walk sto = the beac e 
her chair. They acted, effortlessly eee te : 


: d her, 

as if they were; er With 

Jacques, of course, did not belong—and the Public. 

oo 
to leave his presence unexplained. It was tidiculou su) = They chose 
S to ie, to say h 

€ to tell the ates 

* Tle 


Walt's. Th 

. ~ . ere Was 

stant twitch roving from here to there in his bo dy A con. 
’ 


Ww 
as some nephew or relation, but impossibl 


said little. He laughed at jokes—especially 


| 7 from hi 
to his fingertips. Mostly he stared at Jack when he me 
SNt Jac 


wasn't watching. George couldn’ im 
handsome ae eee ee a a 
such—the mannerisms, the texture are oe = oes 
fingers. Jack was what jae ae aes ee 
ques would call, with a moan in the back 
of his throat, a man, and after being in his presence the boy would 
need, George knew, a great deal of attention. George hoped that 
Walt might drink too much to be up for the task and that Jacques 
would find his way to his own room; he was feeling amorous himself. 
After dinner there was champagne, and after that a farce of 
dancing. It was cool on the patio, if not cold, which made it easy 
not only to stay clothed but to drink slowly, to sip only when there 
was nothing else to do with your hands. Madeline was seasoned 
at managing secrets, even if no one there believed anyon? elses 
secrets. It was important, she would have believed, to at least ac 
knowledge the decorum of it. Jack, after all—as George himself 
had noted—was not a boy or an older, married man; he was 4° 
pial and that equality was threatening. There must be nothing 
direct, nothing concrete, and George was grateful that Madeline 


knew i . 
it. This W: » 4 
asnt, as it were, her first role. 
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Jed,” she said, feigning the right amount of tip- 
uy’ $0 g ee in a gangly waltz around the pool while 
<iness- 2 - and Walt wallflowered along the balcony, the 
ac 

trewn splinters 
ge wondered how long it’d been since she’d taken 


in the surf at their backs. It was 
nd its § 


han play chess—or checkers, rather— 


he t rribly terribly interesting men she tended to collect. 
. e , 
with the 


She was a lonely 


pventually they did drink too much. Jacques fell asleep on the 
ve 


ivan in the salon, and Walt passed out in a lounger by the pool. 
iva 


Madeline covered him with a 


nd Jack as they split—she insisted—another bottle of cham- 
a 


pagne. Pickled as she was, she had nothing on two adult men in 


blanket and smoked with George 


their prime, and her sentences, usually so elegant, crumbled into 
the mangled, shameful English she’d tried to leave behind in Mis- 
souri. Her vowels pooled as their sculpted ice began to melt and 
her face eased into something she'd never forgive them for remem- 
bering. She would be right back, she promised, she only had to 
visit the ladies room, and they didn’t see her again. 

“If1 don’t walk this off there’s no tomorrow for me,” Jack said. 
“How do we get to that beach?” As he gestured over the balcony, 
us glass slipped from his fingers and vanished without a sound 
into the brush below. Someday it'd be found, pummeled into a little 
a George imagined the archaeology of it, the narrative of 
ee whoever found i in whatever new shape it made. 
ae ee over the rail and they laughed as it, too, dis- 

a is earth. 

Was the = Re made of paintings or the very best dreams. It 
used to be, how actors could walk along a beach 


at Midnj h ; 
Sat and still smile, still yearn, still express themselves in 
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whatever way their roles demanded with none of the murk of 
real night. Jack must have thought the same. “They could ae e 
hell of a sea monster flick here,” he said. “It’s lit up like a sty a 
And the beach never quits.” : 

“Tr could rise up just there,” George agreed, and waved i 
hand out over the water. “Perhaps from beneath a few sailboats 
and head toward land. It could tower over the beach.” 

“Tike a tidal wave.” 

“The beachgoers would scream and scatter. Sandcastles would 
be trampled, children separated from their parents, dogs barking 
in terror. A siren, as if the bomb had finally arrived.” 

“What would it want, George?” 

He thought for a moment. It would depend on the monster, 
of course—something reptilian or humanoid would have desires, 
it could seek justice or revenge, whereas something more ancient, 
something tentacled and oily with ammonia, something with too 
many eyes, would destroy and eat indiscriminately, without stop- 
ping. “Nothing,” he said. “It would want nothing.” 

Jack kept his eyes on the beach. In the moonlight his footprints 
cratered out white as the sand compressed beneath his bare feet. 
They'd left their shoes on the steps to Madeline’s terrace. 


a . . ” Hy , 
“To want nothing would certainly make ita monster, Jack said 


The water teemed with stars and the hills had flattened them 
selves into backdrops. The cinema of it made George feel watched 
as if he'd forgotten his lines. “I came out here to relax,” he sald: 
just to try the sound of it. “To unwind, as you say: I don't chink! 
realized it, but the pressure—if you don't let it out - ve 

“Td say it's awful, having a hit film,” Jack said, “but! wouldn’ 
know.” 


“Nonsense, Jack. All your films are hits.” 
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George's back. It heated 


put his hand on 
here forever. “Sounds like 


k Jjaughed and 
and he wan 


different balance s 


Jac 
him through 
u've seen 4 


ted to wear itt 
heet than the one they show me. 


’d think he was about to chain 


k and give me @ bowl of dog food until I shit out a 


Gone with the Wind.” 
liate yourself, you mean.” 
George. If you don’t debase yourself, 


searchers OF 4 
“Until you humi 


«that’s the whole game, 
how do you expect tO buy a Cadillac?” 
They must have walked for miles, 
as leisurely. The sea would be full of migratory 


George told me, and talked 
just as aimlessly, 
creatures. Jellyfish, Jack said, were known to sting here. There was 
always someone screaming in pain whenever the beaches were 
overrun—and rightly so, he added, since it felt like being branded 
with a hotiron. There were crabs scuttling down to the waves where 
they jettisoned their young, which didn’t seem, George speculated, 
like a terribly smart way to ensure the survival of their species. 
Which human beings were perhaps least qualified to judge—the 
ie that not only couldn't seem to ensure their own survival, 
fe in their inventiveness, their science, ensure the extinc- 
0 ; 
ae eee Jack laughed but it suddenly shook him, George, 
ae y Sad it was to know thatall of this, the burning jellyfish, 
stupid crabs, the glitterin d 
sais g sand, even the great pyroxenia of 
Would be nothing but ash and hed. irradi 
lager een) : nd scorched, irradiated dust. It no 
0 ecstati ae 
and drown atte ae he purifying: It wasn’t something to fear 
bearable that eve ee - What it would be was total, a loss so un- 
. nthe thought of it made hi i 
Whoa there.” fue im vomit onto the sand. 
. a . 
Ck patted him on the back and gripped his 


should 
nifying, is it? But always good to getit out. 


You'l Sie cs 
eel b, . 
“tter right away. Just take it slow.” 
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It was humiliating to have so 
mu 


is di chh 
his dinner and drinks but tears €8Ve out ofp. 
» SODS 


We've all been 
there, frien 4) Was pp. 
contact. By the ti » Tlend”__ Patien 
y the time George had pulled himself, Never ie, 
Ogether ' 
ewh Nd th 
OW many Miles, the 


and reassuring —“ : tremors, Jack NOt on} 


turned back, ready for another who kn 
were both quite sober. 

“T always wondered if you were the 
and laughed to show George there was 


of superiority or manliness. 


€Motional type,” Jack ki 


no j 
judgment, no Assertion 


“My father was th 
never stopped loving him—well, once I got maak ; 
a 


me Way and] 
how. You know the phase.” 


ting him, any. 


ack once more 
’ 


He clapped him on the 
less tenderly, and George wondered if something 


é wasn't lost— 
back there with his fluids in the sand. n't lost—lef 


Jack understood that George wanted some time off, he would 
cover for him at the studio—especially from the nosy little wea- 
sels like Ellman. George thanked him, he appreciated the favor and 
always respected those who honored his privacy, and Jack said it 
wasn't a problem at all. They arrived at the stairs and put on their 
shoes. 

“Anyway,” Jack said as they parted, “I’m proud that you're my 
friend. You're a beautiful soul. Try to make the most of what's left 
of the night.” And he did. He hoped never to wake up again. 


The details in the morning paper were hallucinatory: Children, 
coe as young as twelve, had taken up arms against the Soviets. The 
resistance fighters were nimble, disorganized, scattered—which 
made them difficult to find and suppress. They ambushed and im- 
mobilized Russian tanks. Budapest—which had left the wat mostly 
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like many old capitals of Europe, a tangle of nar- 
_—_was, 


ddead ends, many of which were interrupted by stair- 
ea ’ 


de it impossible for heavy transports to follow them. 
made 


ving left c ; 
ha knew nothing of the city, and they died because 


ontrol of Hungary to its puppet govern- 


; a the American reporters, were high. The people 
in, they said, wear Communism’s chains. There was 
papers and dailies, some little more than a sin- 

heet, that reported facts directly to the people, as well as 
ef a had been suppressed for ten years. There were several 
s 


ti athe city where rebels (so called) kept tanks and troops 
atbay, and where the fighting never seemed to eters 
Yet that very morning, George read, the Soviets had proposed a 
cease-fire. They'd announced this with the arrival of more troops—a 
show of force, it was said, just to remind the Hungarians that they 
didn’t need a cease-fire, they didn’t need to negotiate, it was only out 
of mercy. Many of the city’s great avenues lay in ruins. Public build- 
ings, armories, police stations, and storefronts had been shelled by 
the Russians; the Hungarians had torn the cobblestones to rubble to 
slow their movement. Cafés and markets were open. People waited 
in line for bread and for vegetables. The mood, the papers said, was 
exuberant. For the first time, George envied those he'd left behind. 
He hadn't slept more than two or three hours but it didn’t worry 
a ee if a bit wer His eolfee and his breakfast 
thee s ae ae and his desk, facing the beach where he 
tl be ca ed only hours before, lay like a spiritual feast. It 
; ntire week of this, he realized—these silent, solitary 
Mornings, this life Madeline had off : ; : 
taken care ones e had offered him as a gift. Everything 
and philosophers had been right to obsess over time 


Space: it 
twas how a Person stepped fully into their life—their 
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Here was George and his great project. It was disoriens 
i 


; life. 
inner li el as if his life was suddenly worth something © 


fe 

he told me, to ; ; ; 
‘on is crucial in man’s ethical develo 

Destruction 1s cr Pmenr, j, ‘ 


reflective—as much a mirror as cation ie watch the Objects, th 
accomplishments of man, shatter into eats plements, ia ies 
the created world Ces CONS Sales two lines and besa 
again. Destruction is illuminating in a s ethical darkness h 
lights the path—the same path we take eae creation. Look 
after all, at objects. There was of course a specifically Communist 
attitude one was encouraged to assume when speaking of, or an 
thinking of, objects, but George did not share it. An object—o; an 
fact, if we're to highlight its quality of artifice: thatis, of having been 
made—was like language; it was a translation of imagination into, 
tangible or shared reality. What this meant was that human beings 
altered the world, and objects—like written language—were arti- 
facts, visible artifacts, of that alteration. In them one could see the 
human will, which made them precious. They were imbued with 
love, no matter how unoriginal and cheap and ostensibly worthless. 
Which meant that the destruction of objects—including artifices 
like language or architecture or farmland—made visible the fail 
ure of the will. He pictured again the monster rising up out of the 
ocean and crushing the beach houses, the cafés; with its inne 
able limbs it threw automobiles as if they were nothing, as if their 
engineering and craftsmanship did not and had never Seek i 
science fiction, George wrote, we relish our humiliation. He skip 

bs pte + ating in mans 
two lines and began again. Destruction is illuminating 


ethical darkness. It lights the path— 


knocked gently and 


It wasn't even lunchtime when Madeline hit 


: , [sn 
let herself in and sat in the lounge chair by the window. 
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ble today?” she croaked through her hidden hangover. 
eae surpass eighty degrees in Santa Monica.” 
“They sa ; 
George sat wit 
ut adore your friend Jack,” she said. 


h his hands folded in his lap. 


“My colleague.” 
Yes, he’s so charming—and he adores you, too.” She crossed 
“Yes, 
: ‘ and sank deeper into the chair. Only yesterday, he'd sat 
r Jeg: 
" reading for hours. 


there alone, ; 
His day seemed over. He closed his notebook and pulled the 
; ; G 
page from the typewriter and lay is ae Jack am myself have been 
working together for quite some time,” he said as he searched for 
his silver case. Madeline made no effort to provide a cigarette of 
her own. “We respect each other.” 

“Walt and I respect each other.” 

It wasn't the kind of lie George could challenge. “You know 
what I mean, of course.” 

“Yes, of course.” 

His case was beneath a leaning stack of books he’d pushed to 
the corner of the desk. The cigarette, he thought, was an artifact. 
Even rolled in some factory there was a tenderness here, an imag- 
ination of care; someone had thrown themselves against a world 
that couldn’t have cared whether or not it contained such things, 


such pleasurable things. He exhaled and saw it, how his species 
had altered the world. 


Madeline sighed. “ 
and shifted forward in 
“What Meant is that 
Cut today, These late 


already called the bas 


I’m so lonely, George.” Then she laughed 
the chair, her wrists draped over her knee. 
we'd never forgive ourselves if we didn’t get 
splashes of summer, they're such gifts. I've 


thouse, as well as Mr. Turner. We'll be ready 
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to sail at noon, and we'll have our lunch on the deck 
c 
already feel it, can’t you?” - Oh, I can 


He wasn't even sure, an hour later, that he felt cn 
W) en 
the 


t luxury, Walt h y 
it in the thirties, when actors and oilmen were the only oom 
tic 


were on the real boat, this object of grea 


People 


happiness. Even Jacques couldn’t compete and stood Ma er 
P essly 


next to George and then Jack and then George with his trembli 
glass of Vouvray. Likely he was still ashamed, George told me f, = 
5 » It 
the minor panic he’d caused back at the house—even if it a 
sn't 


at all his fault. 


in the world, and cared for it neurotically. It brought hi 
m 


“Those are your only shoes,” Madeline had said as they were 
about to leave. Indeed, as George knew, they weren't just the only 
shoes Jacques had brought, but the only pair of shoes the boy 
owned. A sort of chukka boot that'd molted most of its suede, 
they'd come to look something like moccasins. She wasn’t a mil- 
itant, Madeline insisted—and God help her if she ever enforced 
the absurd rules of decorum of some people out east—but it was a 
matter, she said, of safety. 

When Walt emerged from his bedroom, sweater and polo 


shorts and scarf and shoes and sunglasses all in place, he was 


i i iri to mention Jacques 
surprised to find everyone in such spirits, not 


hiding his tears by pretending to fish something out of his eye 


: oe a 
Madeline sat on the bench in the foyer with her chin in her hanas 


t them atthe 
George had retreated into a cigarette. Jack was to mee ae 
before any of them, and Georg 


nd would now arrive 
boathouse a Ant ane 


felt ashamed to associate with su 


red,” Madeline sighed. 
George looked at Jacques now 4s he held on 


ch people. 


to the gunwal 


+ of while 
ly on his shoulders, and a pair ° 


pa 


A navy sweater sat perfect 
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oticed, flattered him in a way that seemed almost 
eorge 


hort: rad his shoes 


; Fccre ane he first time I've had to dress a young man for 
uthis isnt © 


gin walt bad announced back at the house. In fact, George 


=A perfect, low-profile canvas with a navy 


che $2 he actor kept an entire closet, it seemed, for dressing un- 
a 
e, tne 
old 2 
a 
serprepored 200 


hb didn’t b 
where © a ans biography, so I should enjoy this little gift 


jstOry- 5 i 
om still can’t believe this,” Jacques whispered in George's ear. 


dmittedly slender guests—for bringing them 
elong. It was the kind of detail, he said, they’d 


“Eyen my dreams were never this good.” 

They anchored and had a late lunch about a mile offshore 
Anacapa Island, which rose and set east to west in the water like 
the crooked backbone of a killed whale. Its skin glittered like se- 
quins as the breeze combed its curls of sagebrush and ceanothus. 
On deck, the staff had set the table. None of Madeline's guests had 
eaten oysters before, and she’d never looked so pleased. She lived 
for introductions, especially if they became lifelong loves. George 
was repulsed and delighted. Jack seemed to agree: “They're really 
not bad.” 

Jacques couldn't seem to slurp enough of their brine, their 
slither and salt. “This is the best day of my life,” he said, and gig- 
es spell to his lips and chased it with the wine. 
Tred oo = 1 i t so much owes as peer over the rock, hu- 
inden ee = x ‘a the daylight. A bump on the island’s 
West and then Sane . as Walt drew the anchor and sailed 
Griz, and ee a : = Panne between Anacapa and Santa 
deadly Coes y drifted into what seemed like the open and 
seemed a perfect day, inasmuch as what one’s skin 


tO Want 
of the weather. Even Madeline quietly enjoyed it. 
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“XISU to do Noth; 
? where his apar In 


Will ax. 
& their fron ds 
wers and dea d 
those who ine 


Ver they can as 


re drinking, 
Not together but alone, nursing whate 
long as it’s cradling a fresh block of ice. 


“I don’t mean to offend anyone,” Jack said as he topped 
their glasses, “but not even God could make a day like this 


tipped what was left directly into his mouth and gestured a 
horizon with the empty bottle. “ 


off 
” He 


t the 
I wish I had more to say about jt. 
But I'm also glad I don’t, you understand me?” 


The top three buttons of Jack’s shirt were undone and his eyes 
carried the sea and the sun together, as in some ancient creation 
myth. George smiled. You must always know, he advised me all 
those years later, when there’s nothing to say. 

“It really is extraordinary,” Madeline agreed. “And there's no 
offense here, not among us.” With her glass she gestured at all of 
them, an atheist’s benediction, even if she did linger, it seemed, 

on Jacques. Who knew what such boys believed, this day and age? 
“There are a lot of things, if you'll excuse the blasphemy, that God 
couldn't get quite right.” She paused—you could always Ee by - 
way her hands lingered in the air—but she did not continue o 
let go of whatever it was she’d wanted to add. She Ze her ae 
between her feet and pinned it against the deck. So it was tumé, 
George thought, to slow down—advice he took to heart. 


tle. The 
The two Jacks didn’t notice and opened another bottle 
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n the elder’s bicep as he steadied the 


hand o 


jaced his me ee through flesh. Anyone could see 
e 


yours? : shock of 
5. ues wou 
Jong, Jacq 

fore bo 
s of simply ee twenty- 
jn atiDB . jr'd been almost arene 
isfusions here; kcinto this circle of deviants, and Jack doubtlessly 
i cki 


Id do something terrible and incrim- 
ard. George realized there were no 


four hours since Madeline 


was for and to whom he currently belonged. 
Jacques 


ovided h i O , 
No one pr .os, in all the stories, George realized, the lover he’d 

the movies, 
use. In 


re was exact 
be the first sacrifice. 
t said, and pointed into the distance. An- 


ha background, no one assigned him any 


ly the kind who got killed. Someone, he 
brought he 


thought, had to 
“There we are," wal rte : : : 
‘land had been born afore—as if it'd hissed up in icons 
—— the deep only then, bald and barren. “Speaking of 
ii one’s called Santa Barbara.” , 

“They all used to be one island, you know,” Madeline said. 

Walt shook his head. “Don’t pay any attention to that. The ones 
back there’ —he nodded astern—“Cruz and Rosa and Anacapa, 
they all used to be one island. But this one’s been alone for millions 
of years,” 


‘I meant even before that,” Madeline said. She took up her 
glass and knocked back a substantial gulp. 


“Well of course before that. Everything was one island. It was 
all one goddamn island. The whole 


planet was just Australia, 
Wasn't it?” 


« . 
This one isn't ve 
them, as though it 
822e on the Water, 


‘D 
angaea,” Jac 


“Well.” 


ty green,” George said. He stepped between 
were an accident, and looked at neither—his 


a 
T suppose because it’s so isolated?” 
ques offered. 


alt began—his irritation vanished immediately. There 
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was a story, as George intuited, behind its barrenness. Int 
vious century, Walt explained, as well as the early part of t 
the islands—all of them—were quite popular with farmers i 


ranchers; they offered, he said, a vast wealth of untouched pasty, 
re, 


he pre. 


his One, 


a little piece of remote paradise. At some point, an enterprisin 

young man had introduced rabbits from New Zealand onto Sant 
Barbara. This was only in 1942, mind you. Well, in no time—yoy 
know how rabbits are—there were thousands of them and they 
eaten everything in sight, gnawed the island bald as a man of 
eighty ora boy of ten. But that wasn't the end of it, Walt was saying 
as they sailed closer, no—just two years ago, he said, the National 
Park Service (all that damn Roosevelt money, sitting there doing 
nothing) initiated a rabbit extermination program. “They're trap- 
ping them,” Walt said, “poisoning them with strychnine. Shoot 
ing them for sport, rounding them up and bludgeoning them. It's 
a regular holoc—a regular massacre.” 

George held the gunwale and looked for life on the island. They 
were still too far to see anything, though one might have assumed, 
at the very least, there would be birds. There were none. 

“Soon there will be no more rabbits,” Walt announced, as ifhis 
audience were stupid. “Who's ready for a dip?” 

At some point—George hadn't noticed—Madeline had gone 
below deck, and was now resurfacing with a pitcher of iced tea. She 


e 
poured Walt’s first, a violation of etiquette you could tell, Georg 


WwW why. They 
lished 


said, ate away at her very soul, but everyone kne 
thanked her, and clinked their glasses with hers as they * 
this opportunity to sober up. George was grateful he wasn't alon 
on this boat in looking out not only for secrecy, but for sree 
They anchored a hundred or so yards from shore. “I hope! 


” adeline 
gentlemen don't mind ifI excuse myself from the wate? M 
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fraid I’d melt and never quite find the way I used to be. 
4. (I'ma 
vd anywsy—she Prete 
ee enation.” They thanked her, she was so lovely, they were 
fircle rejeY 


|, they cou 
50 Bae beauty rest—not, of course, that she needed it. 
bid her 4 


Ird been years since 
but he remembered how, and in fact was surprised at how 
water, 


e’d retained. Though he’d lived in Los Angeles 


nded to fight a feigned yawn—“I need a 
Idn’t be happier to have her in their lives, and 


George had thrashed his limbs in the 


much of his grace h 


for several years, he’d never been in the Pacific. It surprised him, 
how much closer he’d felt to the water in New York, and how naive 
he'd been, in those days, to think it would be American to get in 
the water and crawl back and forth along the waves. It was what 
they did, after all, in movies, and he was pleased at what it did 
for his shoulders and his waist, even his lungs. But the deeper he 
dug into Manhattan, the less time he spent in the water. The peo- 
ple he spent time with didn’t understand—and told him so—why 
anyone would do something so exhausting, so pointless. You'll die 
of pneumonia, pronounced one painter in his comfortingly alien, 
displaced accent—new-mon-ee-uh. Here, a continent away, the wa- 


ter numbed him a way he'd never felt, and he wished, suddenly, 
that he'd never given it up. 


Before long, he and Jack hauled themselves onto the rocks 


while Jacques and Walt raced one another, increasingly chaste as 
cae pone to sugar in their blood. All wore suits—the new 

on that'd come out of the war, which resembled a plasticky 
Pair of shorts, George hadn't bared his chest outside of the bed- 


toom j 

a : years and he felt Jack’s Presence next to him like a watchful 
al, 8 creature of death. Jack’s bod 

Well, but telished j 

clashed 


y, of course, he knew quite 


tall the same. How the mesas of his muscles 


agai : 
8ainst the alluvia of his ribs and, if you were particularly 
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yulnerable to daydreams or needful of metaphors, had something 
confused desert in its windings, dunes in the dun of hi 
ty 


ofa wind- 
chest hair. ; | 
; : 
“You know, George,” he said, “we don't need a circus like thi, 
+ 
to geta drink now and then. 


“Of course not. Less than a week ago we shared a drink at the 
studio.” 

Jack laughed. “Clever. You know I mean outside of that god- 
forsaken place. You know I mean as friends.” He put his hands be- 
hind his head and closed his eyes and left himself unguarded. All 
that remained of their swim were drops on his belly, some saltwa- 
ter pooled in his navel, and little tangles of the sea still clinging to 
the hair, the very dark hair, in his armpits. They were grown men, 
George reminded himself. Men, he recited, with reputations, with 
careers, with someone to call when it was time to sue for libel. Old 
enough for the skin, where the sun rarely touched it, to have lostits 
elasticity, its depth, and gone to wax. Jacques’s body, for example, 
was not like theirs; he was taut as drumskin. No, if George smiled 
too hard or frowned too intensely, it would never quite come back, 
not exactly the way it was. But Jack made it look all right. 

It was terrible to have never been a boy, George admitted. Not 
a child. Everyone, for a while, is a child. But to have been a boy: A 
youth. To have Jain next to a peer like this at fourteen, at sixteen, 
not known betteh 
not exactly, and to have faced few consequences even if they had 
said. 10 have 
self. several 


made a mistake here and there, or got ahead of him: 
he told me 


or even at twenty, away at some college. To have 
known better. To have gotten up to no good, as some 


inches ahead of himself. (He wasn't about to brag, 
if | didn’t remember.) 


; into 
But that hadn't been his life. Some go from childhood int 
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yen if one’s yoice hasn't quite caught up. And it wasn't 
jgulthoods : he war that had done it, or his country’s aspirations. 
7 a Re 4 in a place, in a time, where boys didn’t exist, 
? a there were millions of small, unfinished men who 
were In nd carried valises, sat at cafés and desensitized 


to beer and cigarettes, until they liked it. Un- 


ico they used to say, to their taste. ; 
ip doubtedly Jack had been a boy. He hada happiness about him. 

“Friends,” George said. 

Jack opened his eyes: “Tuesday,” he said. “After I’m done at 
the office, I'll come out here, check in on Doreen, then swing by 
Caligula’s palace over there. I think half past six oughta be right. 
We'll grab a drink and a snack and see the new Heston thing, that 
big biblical mess. Thou shalt take him seriously and so forth.” He 
smiled at his own joke—something he could sneak into a script, if 
hewanted, since The Ten Commandments belonged to another stu- 
dio. There weren't enough digs, as Jack called them, at other mov- 
iesin this town. Wouldn’t that be a hit, a movie that turned one of 
those big expensive gambles into a cheap little joke? 

George was soaking up the sun; he wanted to remember ev- 
GEN he could about such a day. “It does sound delightful,” he 
said, or sort of moaned. 
eres their time, Jack continued, on all 
dies, Maybe they should ae Been Secs eae ae 

A screaming j 

g interrupted them, unmistakably Jacques. They 


§0t to thei 
ir feet : 
Was a but the sun had shifted and the afternoon water 
Molten, searin 


The Honea ee g gold. He was dying, George was sure of it. 


me. 


Walt eme 
tged from the water with Jacques flung over his 


Possible, laid him ba 


d : 
omen, just beneath his nave] 


made of fire would burst out 


e of his body 
that image away, 


a future monster. 


“It’s okay, it’s okay, I know it hurts,” Walt was hol 
and petting the wet tangle of his locks, 


Nobody’s died from a jellyfish sting.” 


; ding his hand 
‘You're ff saps 
Ne, Its Justa sting, 


Which wasn’t true, George told me, but such facts weren't 
worth getting into, considering the circumstances. 

“Here,” Jack said. “There's a way, but it’s not exactly pretty.” 

“Anything,” Jacques screamed. 

“Take down his shorts.” Jack waved, as if that were enough to 
make them disappear. “Just take them off, frankly, or they'll get 
ruined.” 

Walt blushed as they worked to untie and slide the boy's shorts 
away. George assumed his own skin, too, had gone hot. He saw 


that Jacques had spruced himself up, perhaps for Walt, perhaps 


d to. All his hair was gone, shaved bare. 
e—and noth 


s aside while 


hould do 


simply because he wante : 
ing pain there was shame on his fac 
ing quite cuts deeper, does it? They gently set his short 


: his s 
x stant “Um sorry kid, but t 
himself into positio Fees sean 4 


Even in excruciat 


ose 


Jack got 


the trick. I learned this in the South Pa 


y 
your eyes, I understand. 


OR a 
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ht 
Jack untied his shorts and broug 
5 ck to arrive and, 


ed their eye® 
rugs- rE. 

dant. H : 
Soe and the rivers of it spilled down 


is, which, 


clos 


ui 
h he stream was q 
althy 
o We 


wound 
e swept across the 


: d coated his own pen 
es ig and thigh’ © ; iliati freshly fished 
acque we Posed especially humiliating so 

af 


4 Walt shared a glance and, luckily enough, were 

George e beet together and hit him from ie side, 
ae ee as the boy's cock lurched upward with all 
like a Roman : 


the frenzy of his heartbeat. 
Jack was tying his swimsuit 
he young: 
e. He gestured down att : . 
Georg ays the little ones that have a mind of their 


when he came and stood next to 
er Jack, and even managed 


alittle sneer. “It’s alw ind 
own.” He laughed as Jacques went completely red, as if his wound 


had taken over. 
“Try not to spill anything else on it,” Jack said. 


Another island. Docks here, and shelters, and a little harbor 
bobbing with boats. The heads of the palms and the crowns of 
the hilltops looked candied, as if dipped in caramel. Madeline 
a aggressively refreshed—George guessed she’d taken 


Ne) } 

cae the gentlemen she traveled with had rinsed and 
ed and dressed themselves for 

Was Madeline 


faced east. Th 


civilization. At the yacht club it 
nN 
» Not Walt, who asked for a table on the terrace that 


e city | 
y lay across the water and had begun its evening 
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enchantments. It was best, Madeline whispered when Walt ex. 


ed himself, not to mention t 
ure you understand. No one likes to aye 


ie he boat or the club or any Specifics, 


. ; 
“He's sensitive, aS I'ms 


his wife especially when she’s already so. . . so ancillary.” 
According to the club, it was Madeline’s sailboat, and thus 
her membership. It wasn't something he’d ever noticed, George 


realized, but now that she’d said ir—that Walt’s mother was half 


Mexican—he knew he’d never be able to not see it. And he knew 
that she likely whispered behind his own back. George—he's Jewish, 
you know. It was the kind of currency a certain class of society, no 
matter who they voted for, still hadn’t brought itself to liquidate, 
“You know,” she said later, as they cracked open their crab, 


“7 dreamt of the most frightening screams, like someone being 


devoured.” 

The men said nothing. 

“Honestly, you'd have thought someone was in terrible pain. 
It’s hard to imagine such things just... just rise up from our un- 
conscious minds, isn’t that right?” She held a leg in her hand and 
gestured with it, another violation of manners, yet one she per- 
haps enjoyed, being the only one of them who could really belong 


r. . . . 7 n- 
in such a place. “Anyway,” she said, “it reminded me of this wo' 
of sorts. A 


derful party we all must attend. It’s a Halloween gala, 
to tell me 


masquerade. On Wednesday. And no—you won't be able 


you have other plans.” 
moments of sunset 


On the voyage back to Malibu, in the last 
one 


. : 4 a@ 
something unimaginable moved beneath the water. It was 
speak. In se 


feet int the 
and never 


and so much larger than the boat that no one could 
leased a great breath, a plume of water almost thirty 
air, and sank. None of them had ever seen such a thing, 


would again. 
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——[T— 
—— 


al? Could this possibly be the truth? Did such a 
eal: 


oe n? Of course it did, George said. As 


\, really happe 
‘4 his accent it was 4 word that brought me 


, : : 
e)—as inculcated as we are In the belief that were 


great pleasur 
eat purpose, 


e gr 
meant for som Pu . 
the wealthy live, we are in truth conditioned to expect very little of 
e 


out lives. It feels closed off to us to enjoy life. Yet we all have such 


that tomorrow, he said, we'll live as 


days—at least once, butas often as not peppered throughout a life. 


These are the days we would see before we die, if it turns out to be 
true that we see anything at all. And the waves were there, George 
told me. The weather was, and the sun. At some point men had 
built, at Walt's order, a sailboat that many years later took them 
from island to island where they told each other strange stories 
and committed striking, unforgettable acts and ate food they 
‘a mention, decades later, as the bar, as the standard, that 
they'd never quite matched since. 
0 roa 
ur beauty, George told me, was still with us. By then I'd heard 
my share of laments but it’d ne i 
Ver quite struck me as unnervingly 


asitdid then, how much i 
tobe thus abandoned, it would hurt, when my own day arrived, 


No one had the ener. 
Pany. Jack had a long d 


th 
“ron their way bac 


By that night, to enjoy one another’s com- 
tive ahead of him; Walt had passed out in 
Fess — k from the boathouse and they'd decided to 
Mae ee €s wanted to soak in the tub; no one knew where 
5 Bone. George, after a shower and a cigarette, sat 
d , 
: ow and held a book in his lap. He never 
. E twenty minutes he undressed and went 
tal, he said, back to this planet. 


: the chair by the wi 
ee it, and after te 
ed. Itwas like a P 


Ona tray wi 
th that day’ 
Me A °Y- His 
oe Negotiating With Paper, The Soviets h breaks 
dence. So ¢ Moscow to ¢ ad Withg “Trve4 
ar, the Amerj Stablish a ‘ Tan, 
cans Said 8teeable agy 


6, Fi = 
Uni - Bary had €Pen, 
hited Nations or to all Shown D0 inte 

YING itse t 


d the People of Hun A 


ofa looming cliff. Reliably, 


lunch and coffee and still | 
a conversa- 


that people 
anywhere were fighting for anything. George longed fora thought 


the way he longed for a cigarette—as something misplaced, some- 
thing that sure would be nice. Instead, he pictured where he and 
Jack and this “circus” might go next, what beach or mountain 
they'd claim under their flag of leisure. 

Around ten, he got a call from the studio. In the closet just off 
the foyer, where he could talk privately, he shut the door noiselessly 
behind him. “This is Mr. Curtis,” he said, and heard a strange click 
before Edwards began his wheezing and rasping over the It. 
George glanced at the receiver but there was nothing to seé noth 


ing unusual. eas 


, 
“Turner says youre out on va 


care of our own here. Every man deserves f0 P 
i sines 
n, But I want to remind you that the bu 


cation. Well, that’s fine, 
ut his feet uP now 


an 


take Sea 


and agai 


es aes ie | 
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run doesn’t mean you 


me 
money: One ho 
of course 


d do as you please. Now, 
not for a second. 


ovies 15 
rhe pusiness me ff the fiel 
ryou're doing 
youve 8° 
dwish you a g0° 
Death from Abov 
cards right, maybe we can finally take you 

d white. Well, you're welcome and good luck. Call me 
= thanked him—not for anything in particular— 


after Edwards was gone. 
e might answer. 


dan 
and I'd never imply it, 
ca good desk here with us, and I just 
d period of rest. lcan't wait 


e! when you're back. What 


Biased in the silence, 
nrotlo2” d, then hung up 1n case anyon 
ie ‘ oor, he saw his confu- 
In the mitt 
sion. Why had he 
opportunities. He thought agai 
ancientand alkaline greed that would pull them all under. FIRST, 


THERE WAS DEATH FROM ABOVE, 


he trie 


hat hung on the back of the d 
done nothing with his life? All these years and 


n of the monster on the beach, its 


the posters would say, 
OTHING COULD PREPARE THEM FOR... DEATH 


BUT N 
FROM BELOW! How many nightmares, George often asked me, 
came from some tired, ruined man standing in front of a mirror, 
watching the sadness swim across his face? How many of our great 
monsters were born from one unlived life? 


I : ea ae 
trelevance was its own totalitarianism. It startled him to 


s into loose, baggy Strings of 
ow, America would win with 


It disturbed . 
him how | 
2 Onely he’ 
What George Noticed: peed become ino 
Where the w. 


back into the Oc 


ky was full 


nd it asked for Somethin 


tend to be. They wouldn’ 
what the writers of scienc 


e fiction meant when they 


dimensions. SPoke of other 


A palm wasn'ta tree at all. Each was a 


Visitor and stood 
Speech- 
less, even embarrassed. my 


From the other side of the sliding doors, Madeline's furniture 
and décor were suddenly aristocratic. Even the tangle of clematis 
he’d watched the servants clip from the vine along the terrace that 
morning seemed, in its vase, lost to him. 

There was a lonely depth in the lives of clouds. Miles and miles 
of them looking down upon another, never touching, even if, tous, 
they brushed past each other like subway commuters. 

The ocean had no color. In fact nothing did. It was like all the 
paintings in New York—the longer one looked, the closer one 
each brushstroke, was a shattered: 
on of crawling, seething, 


lis of variegatio™ 


came, the more each surface, 
ness of pigments. Life was this: a civilizati 
a chemical metropo 


single-celled tints and hues, mae 


It was frivolous to want anything 0 


e. 
It was obscene to ask for remembranc 


‘dent, he set his glass askew on the edge of 


watched as it tumbled in a beige Pleiades of sherry. 


und. He turned to go. Jacques was waiting on the 
ja{e) Exh ntont 


of the glass and stepped out to join him. 
x 'd be at the cinema,” George said. It was a Mon- 


A ain, 
other sid 
“y thought you 


he 'd met, 
ee shocked him. He’d only been here, out on the bal- 


and Jacques had worked every Monday since. 

day 
+s own voice ; 4 

His for a few moments, but it’d been enough time to leave the 

or 

ah a traumatic place to return to. As secretly as he could he 
artn— ; : 

: corner of each eye and said something he no longer 


wiped the ; 

embered—that it was a beautiful day or that the ocean was so 
rem ; : 
peaceful orthat it hardly seemed real, this time they were having— 


but Jacques embraced him anyway. There were always people who 
knew and those who did not, and Jacques knew. 

I'd only been four days, living at Madeline's, but lifetimes can 
be like that. Everything was different. They sat together at the 
table near the pool and appreciated each other's hands—a light 
touch, a squeeze, a trace, an unknotting, a stillness, a warmth. 
Jacques couldn't go back to the movie house. He’d sat around all 


morning and couldn't quite convince himself it was real, standing 


there taking tickets, thank you sir, enjoy the show ma’am. Putting 
on that ridiculous hat. It didn’t matter what he did, he just couldn't 
do that. He couldn't pretend none of this had happened. It was 
such a young person's speech and George enjoyed its sincerity. 


He'd tasted real life, Jacques, and would chase it to the very end— 
and whatever else he sai 


h 


d. They were tender together in a way they 


adn’t a : 
ccessed until now. He touched Jacques under the chin and 


windows, shaking 
N obody bothered them all e 


Tuesday: he woke alon 
and marginalia, he evalu 


vening. 


e, he read, he looked 


ated his G. W. Kerte through his Notes 


on the Ma: 


went back to work. 


: Apfounocled ts young woman knocked apologeticall 
said he was wanted on the foyer telephone. It was Jack—a ae 
tion. He spoke fast, reinvigorated by the studio's pace. 

“T’m picking you up at six, George. Nothing fancy but bring a 
jacket just to have it. And because I know you, here's your warning 
Don’t even think about playing that ‘Aww, shucks’ or ‘Jack, I wish 
I could’ card on me. You're not under the weather, you don't have 
cholera or measles or the black death. But what you will haveisa 
solid case of madness if you don’t liberate yourself from that house, 

so six it is.” George didn’t even realize he was grinning unt Jack 
heard it in his silence: “I know you're enjoying yourself,” he added 

“Aww, shucks, Jack,” George said. It sounded absurd in his 


f he were in one of those new movies full of ee 
s. He laughed when Ja¢ 
hone: 


voice, as i : 
and Italians masquerading as American a 
echoed it back to him—Auww, shucks—and hung UP 


When he emerged into the foyer, he heard Walt shaking 


q marti! 


Oe Es ee 
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there, and Mr. Houghton from the cheese 


d nothing—didn't even look at him—as 
th her as she held it and 


Jacques WS 
She sai 
his hand. He sat wi 


Houghton's story, some monologue involving a film 
0 . 

4a trained bear that kept stealing all the fruit. 
i in his other hand, and George sipped as he 


g. This time in his life—as it was happen- 


walt place 
watched without lis 


inghe knew he won 


renin 
Id always think of it, always look back on it. 


ix he excused himself and went back to his room. 


tos 
ae. ork and he looked disinterestedly at his 


- had done its W 
The gin das he shaved and rinsed and wet the one lock 


d over his deepening forehead. He put on 


arranged a handkerchief in his 


reflection, glaze 
of hair that still drape 


a fresh shirt and, to his surprise, 
s though its silk were blossoming. It was five to six. 


dwaited, thinking of all he hadn't done today, 


e. There was his work—his 


jacket pocket a 
He satin his chair an 
and how it was No longer so easy to car, 


life's work, if we're to use such a phrase, George told me, the way 


it's meant to be used. One has to laugh. 


At precisely six he stood and walked to the salon. He made a 
show of it—thanking his hosts for their hospitality but he must 
decline this one night and regrettably had other plans. And before 
they could ask or offer or insist or interfere, he heard it: the double 
honk of Jack’s Chrysler. 


: @ piano bar on Sunset—the kind you sank down into like a 

a or foxhole—they drank bourbon and laughed at poor 
adel; 

ene, poor Walt. What ridiculous lives they'd created for 


th ; 
Emselves, right George? Poor rich people, you had to pity them. 


62 


But Jack, too, was an imposter here, and, while he couldn't say 
it, George cer tainly knew it. Or he hoped it and called that knowl. 
edge. If one’s ears can’t help but hear, one’s eyes can't help but say, 
It was them against everyone else, he imagined, and for the first 
time in a bar full of jazz and cigar smoke and the vilest jokes imag- 

inable, George was relaxed; he could enjoy, he told me, his drink, 
his chat with an old and close friend. 

So he drank perhaps more than he should've. 

“She'll never admit it,” he told Jack, “but Madeline was born 
without a personality. It’s tragic but she manages, she gets oe 
as you say.” He smiled at his own cleverness, pleased ae fs 
the analogy left his lips: “She resembles one of those i a 

. est full of other people 5 things, 
build everything out of refuse. Ani 


their stolen jewelry and discarded keepsakes.” 
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hecan’t help it. She just finds you so interesting.” 
she € 


“But Georgie d almost hear his real name knock- 


lose he coul ae 
hroat. He leaned into the drunkenness in his 


gn'tas severe as he made it seem; he just wanted to 


d to Sieve all they do is drink and eat and go to 
eS d act, I suppose. In fact Walt espe- 


» tack said. “Well, an 
Jack e a Jot of acting. I imagine he and that—that kid 
ms tO 


7 ” 
what was his name? 


parties 


“Hmmm?” 


“No, his name is also Jack. We call him Jacques.” 


ae See ca.” George saw the vulnerability—where, after 
all, did Jacques come from?—and he lifted his glass to hold open 
6 thought, the space, until he found something innocuous to fill 
it. “Madeline”—he forced a laugh—“she says this all the time, ‘I 
collect people.’ As if we are just things? Things, Jack.” His Made- 
line voice, a little higher and geographically ambiguous, as if he 
weren't sure if he were making fun of an American or a Brit, made 
him blush. He’d never used it in front of another person. 

Jack signaled the bartender. “What kind of people?” 

“Oh,” George said. He was unprepared, grateful to earna ques- 
tion from the one man whose questions were, right then, the most 
ieable in the world. The bourbon had coated his memories like 
pees eee and papers, and he thumbed frantically 

ing he could recognize, something not blurred into ab- 


Straction, “ i 
7 Woulnove collectible people, I suppose. Artists, ac- 
Ors and filmmakers, sci 


ae entists, ex-convicts, émigrés, journalists, 
Iclans, dancers, me 


n who ride in boxcars . . . There’s a farmer, 


with a pn f 
held his glass until Od. George, with 5 at "Bers ang ‘ 
celebrat ys Ul Jack Tealized Ke war CK of a - ck 

= 10N. “Writers,” he ailthel en ted to clink th Ness 
f hat kind of scientist.” nk. A tremb]j Sain In 
ad there r 
Peta eally been a Scientist? 


€ must have, Geor 


dark as 


e. I guess I’ve just been i 

tside their beach eee 
eir beach house.” 

use.” He reached Over 

ass out of the w: 


Piece. There was a certainty in his hands; they never wond 

where they did and didn’t belong, and George watched te 

awe. “Maybe it’s time for a bite. Something to soak this up, hmm” 
As they gathered their coats and hats, Jack said, “It’s strange, 


about Ellman.” George must have looked confused, because Jack 


ay like a captured chess 


went on: “He disappeared the same time you did. I mean, you 
didn’t disappear. But he hasn’t been to work these last two days. 
Nobody knows where he is. Couldn’t get him on the phone, either. 
Not that anyone’ll miss him, but a man loves a good puzzle. Any- 
way, watch your step. Here we go.” 


George remembered something Jack had said. “What car?” he 


ived i 4 beach house?’ 
asked as they arrived in the street. Someone at the 


But Jack didn't hear. 
Palms, billboards, stoplights. Everywhere 
tas it flaked away into a deep, dark p 


George told me—a restaurant, 


losing that color like 
urple. They could've 
i, a diner, a burget 


eaten anywhere, 
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couldn't remember. Nor did he re- 
only fading into it somewhere 
he freedom of his people—the 
he watched this profoundly un-Jewish 
s something even stranger. The film 
dered if there weren't some- 


allucinating it now, from 


_—he 
jcaD od cart : 
Mex! of the movie, 


demanding t 


ews) but there w2 
n 
e windshield, and he wo 


rink and that he wash 


, d j 
ne But they werent moving. 


d im home. 

a kk rove hi : 

g d to me been to a drive-in movie, but 
, 


xplaine : 
me It was maybe the most American thing 


le drove out to these desert 
ked for snacks and craned 


he had heard about t 


america, that peOP: 
; a sand parked their cars and as 
highway: ks to watch a film they could see much better, and hear 
their nec 


h better, from th 
Be ins happen here on earth through a telescope on another 
$0) 
planet Shadows swept back and forth across the bottom of the 


screen. In some cars, teenagers kissed furiously, their hands 


ed stretches along 


e comfort of a cinema. It felt like watching 


clasped on one another’s cheeks as if they didn’t know, or were 
too afraid, to let them travel elsewhere. Children ran up and down 
the gravelly walkways between the cars, screaming over the dia- 
logue and the music that rattled the little speaker on Jack’s dash- 
board. When there was a gust of wind, the screen bowed as if it 
were breathing, and the film bulged with it—the actors shrinking 
ae sets distorted as if they were underwater. Cous- 
, ered then, and turned to see Jacques—no, Jack— 


ae there in the driver’s seat. He had one hand ona Coke that he 
eld between his thighs, and the other, 


Testin, 
Balong the top of the seat. If it we 


realized, 
Jack would be embracing him, 


quor and 
the atmosphere and the incre 


George only just noticed, 
re to fall forward, George 

It was enough, with the 
dible solitude—they were 
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Parked far, he NOticed, f;, 


his Pulse to race 


Om th 
€ other CaTs—for p 
im to 
Wear. for 
Sive fi] 


isn’t it, Ge 
Orge? 
™ ever made.” ce Supposedly the m 
. i 
And it was lon €XPen, 


8-Attwo hoy 
ers left their Cars ire 


to relieve th, <i 
€mselves a 
nd Seek 
Out mo 


Jack had finished his Coke and set the bottle on the floor, his legs 
spread wide. His hand still rested in his lap and—just as he'd 
done at the office in what seemed a lifetime ago, another planet 
ago—began to run his thumb along a great, magnificent length 
that slept not so soundly in the shadow of his thigh. Had Ellman 
really left, that day, for a meeting? On-screen there were screams 
and there was music and there were great melodramatic speeches 
but George saw none of it. When a man is in heat, he told me, 


i ny good, 
there is only one commandment. It never quite does us any g 


i it out and 
but right then it seems our only salvation. Jack took i 


ere 
t of it, and from there the rules w 
0 


igh 
George moaned at the sig ae 
ae It really was a hell of a thing, George told me. The 


course—however it ended. 
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1 id. “ —truly ghastly. 
se Madeline said. “Ghouls—tru yg 
nsters, 
all be mo y 


' thrilled.” : 
ewill : See into an entourage, and they fit neatly in the 
t 


forced to look at one another. It was the first 


“We sh 


gveryo™ 

she'd turne 

: ine, 

back ofa ee ever heard an adult speak of Halloween, and he 

« ne George 

rime : 

f by 

ie and in neighborhoods full of children or some- 
visi 


from him, next to Jacques and Walt, 


that word Madeline meant the holiday he’d 
still was C 


seen on tele 

“ag else. Jack sat across 7 
se Madeline played with George’s hand and reminisced wit 
while Mai 


hon, on her right, about how long it had been since either of 
ae = en Victoria—Victoria Munson. He felt sorry for all of 
i. but Jack most of all; it was George's fault ne wes here, having 

to suffer these people and waste so much of his time. Yet he was 
grateful, too. It was never a bad thing, to let his eyes drink more of 
Jack—this bountiful well he never thought he’d tap. It was terrible 

to be so close and maintain their indifference and this, too—the 
tension of it, the torture of it—George loved. It hadn't even been 
twenty-four hours. His exhilaration was humiliating. 

And it was alienating. On this earth there are people who care 
and those who do not and George, chemically in love, increasingly 
found himself aligned with people like Madeline, like Walt. In that 
morning’s paper, he’d read howvillagers just south of Budapest had 
stormed the local headquarters of the State Protection Authority 
and taken an immediate and long-simmering revenge upon their 
hotso-secret police. The men were mutilated, tortured, lynched, 
and burned in a celebratory atmosphere that George found diffi- 
cult to condemn yet too horrified to accept. That same day, Hun- 


gary be sees ce 
ary began teleasing its political Prisoners en masse—thousands 


clud ee , for St 
in ; , Sim ts 
J 2 sais Cantankerous Eminence Ber on Nien a 
Ozsef Mindszenty, who ofeeg , the Vener. bI re in. 
T . 


Pesce his Sentence a the 
=H re free They would No longer be int eight Years Prior 
Nd published their newspapers and sh 'Midated, 7 Wrot 
ow g 


Sivi ; 
€ regimes any longer, 


For George, None of it was real. It felt lik 


night on the beach, and the monster they dreamt up a 


ene nd its threat 
to civilization. The way two men could parka car and 


extract such 
intense pleasure from each other's bodies against nature—that 


was real. He felt hopeless—and that, too, it must be said, all real, 

Madeline squeezed his hand. “Our first stop is a bit of a nov- 
elty, but quite necessary, as you'll see.” She lit a cigarette and made 
as if to look outside but there was nothing to see; the windows 
were glazed with some translucence and the sunset had Midased 
the city. Nothing but depthless gold—a miserable fortune of it like 


you saw huddled under a dragon in the old picture books, on and 
they stopped that she could say, ‘Ahh, 


on and on. It wasn’t until 


ide. 
” and nod cheerfully at whatever was outs! 
pee g. Someone had taken one of the 
George 


they'd 


It was a monster of a buildin ; 
s—they seemed to be in Los Feliz, 


di 
great stone Edwardian Agen: cubenas though 


observed—and fused it with a mo 
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gh time together and got mixed up on the way. 
hrow 


d this? Why had no civic authority inter- 
ita ornate rails of woodwork that slammed lifelessly 
e 
ere wer a 7 
yened? Th nd large, rectangular windows milling about like 
ete a 
‘ concer’ 
ha ttot 
yacant money nex | ive terrace where someone 
= expansive 
3 balcony met an ange ar, exp’ 
que garden furniture. 


oughton said. At least George wasn't alone in 


he staid aristocracy of stained glass. 


A petite 4 
had placed ant 
wwell then,” H 
his horror. 


ug bit of a novelty, sels 
.. didn’t belong to her, certainly, it was another item in her 
it dl 


’ Madeline said again. She was so proud. 


while 


flection and she was thrilled to see how it affected them. It was a 
(ae) ecto: 


great compliment to react, no matter how one reacted. 

On the veranda—or what was left of it—a pair of ladies waited 
in the shadow, the darkness of it sharpened by the angle of the 
sun. It wasn’t until they were approaching the steps that George 
saw they were the same woman twice over. 

“Gentlemen,” Madeline said, “this is Gretel and this is Ger- 
tie. They are sisters and this is their home.” She did not intro- 
duce them, the men of her entourage, and the impression was 
that it wouldn't have mattered. Gretel and Gertie were polite but 
indifferent. It wasn’t, George speculated, of any interest to them 
whether or not these visitors ever returned. Or perhaps they knew 
they wouldn't. Whereas they, these twins, would certainly be re- 
membered, scarcely anyone visiting them—anyone but Madeline, 
whom they greeted by name—had a chance at being remembered. 
: If ae house was a museum, they seemed to relish belong- 
ie ae: oddity among its jarred and fish-eyed cadavers 

8 Squirrels, George told me, and fetal pigs, and insects and 


arachn} 
nids, the bloated head of a goat, warped snakes and frogs), 
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medical textbooks and journals in a whole continent of language, 

instruments (specula, surgical lenses, prostheses), Models of build. 

ings and small replicas of cities, aaes and wigs, chemicals (ace. 
tone, formaldehyde, enormous bags of titanium dioxide, borax ei 
beeswax, talc, and others unpronounceable, George said, or at the 
very least unrememberable), wax body parts, Photographs (actors 
film sets, European alleyways, beaches, a striking number of deser 
landscapes in bloom, dead animals, the twins themselves), and film 
posters. George didn’t know it at the time but the twins, in their late 
romanticism, had created what is now an influential aesthetic: the 
Hollywood fusion of Darwin and Mary Shelley. Ever after, when 
we watched some film together or perused the old biographies of 
makeup and effects artists, he reminded me of Gretel and Gertie, 
Jong dead, and that time they'd turned him into a vampire. 

The film posters were a unique collection among Hollywood 
personnel, and as they finished his makeup he told them this. It 
wasn't often you saw so many studios side by side. 

“We no longer work for any studio,” said Gretel (he a 
“Everything we do is a singular project, one contract ata time. 

“It’s liberating,” said Gertie (he assumed). There was some- 
thing of an aggression in it, as if to reassure herself. George re 
ceived the message and didn't say more. It wasn't polite to ask the 
blacklisted, however talented—however much their ue tran: 
scended their banishment—what had cost them their security. 

"You even have one of mine,” he said, and gestured ata rai 
for Dr. Lightning vs. the Fire Planet. It felt strange to acknowle oe 

that he, too, worked on films that required makeup and aus : 
and false gore, and he regretted this weakness—an obseq 
desperation. 


Mr. Curtis 
But they smiled. “We are familiar with your work, 
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; were to be our guest, we were 
hen Miss Morrison told us you : 
When 
” 
quite pleased. : 
“Were you? Thats so— 


“please remain still.” 
ee they were done, he looked the part. Had they known, 
e 


where he was born? Had they translated his accent? 
“pele obvious to everyone? The sisters had accentuated his 
soa and the hollows around his eyes. His skin was pale de- 
spite its recent pleasures in the sun, and the tendons and veins in 
his neck highlighted with a bruisey blue. The fangs they'd inserted 
into his mouth—“Just pinch them with your fingertips, when the 
party is over’ —further exoticized his unplaceable (he thought) 
European vowels and pushed his upper lip out into a royal over- 
bite. He looked ready to corrupt youth. 

Of Madeline, they'd made a terrifying witch; of Walt, her 
brooding warlock. Jack was a monster pieced together from 
corpses—given stitches, staples, and zones of flesh that varied in 
tone, Jacques was a little werewolf, less threatening than he was 
a startled, defensive dog. Houghton, buried under plastics, was 
some sort of fish creature, stuffed, as it were, to the gills with paint. 
Years later, George would wonder if it wasn’t all those chemicals, 


asingle evening as the Creature from the Black Lagoon, that gave 
him that fatal tumor. 


George did not want to leave, 
time, Madeline said, for the 
interesting, 


this, a living 
Confined tor 
there had be 
to hear the 


but it wasn’t up to him. It was 
Party—which seemed to George un- 
expected, even bland compared to a house such as 
museum. Throughout their visit, the twins had been 
heir Studio, Preparing one costume after another, and 
en no pportunity to ask them about their collection, 


stori : 
orles or the undoubtedly strange facts associated 
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with each item, These were the kinds of people who deere 
* ' at. 
tention, Victoria Munson, he thought bitterly, had been a gi 
ent 
star for a reason, 
They arrived at Miss Munson’s home just after midni 


; ght. No 
one with any self-respect would arrive sooner, Madeline h 


ad Said, 
not on Halloween. 

It’s long gone now—some kind of apartment building OF pro. 
cery store took over its rolling expanse—but it was, George told me 
one of the greats, A gatehouse, a canopy of elms as they climbe ; 
the driveway, a cardinality of gardens each with its own mood, and 


the resting hulk of the house itself, a spider of Spanish turrets and 


dup 


breezeways and vaulted roofs. Even then it would have been forty 
years old, a monument to the earliest excesses of what all of them, 
these people, had moved out into this desert to do, In those days, 
George told me, the studios would've been just down the street, 
Every once in a while you'd drive by one of them, long ago turned 
into a brake shop or a common warehouse. It was sound, George 
explained, that took Hollywood out of Hollywood, Sound required 
space—not only for the equipment and the insulation but the dis- 
tance between sets, and isolation from the city itself. Back then, 
George said, some car would arrive for Miss Munson and take her 
less than a mile for a few hours at the studio, where she need not 
even know her lines because there were none, not really, None of 
them had been prepared for that future, for something so seismic. 
Like all ostentatious houses, its hulk spread outward from 8 
central hall flanked by two great fireplaces. Both were carefully 
tended, and with an astonishing array of candles Miss Munson’ 
party—restrooms aside—wag entirely firelit, This was especially 
impressive, George told me, because in addition to waitstafl and 
musicians, Munson had hired dealers and game tables, whose 
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rtes and dice trembled with the drinks and ciga- 
le 


ul f 
card5 and £0 re the masks and costumes brought to life 


too we 
Fs George was conscious of how marvelously the 
C, 


their job. He wasn't used to outdoing everyone ata 

ne : 

ne, of course, had known what she was doing. Every- 
’ 


rette m0 
py the firell 
rwins had do 
, Madeli 
omplimented them. a 
victoria Munson, especially, was thri ¥ es 
“tye never been 80 frightened in my life,” she said, her voice 
long genderless from cigarettes. Politely, she’d kept her costume 
quite simple; cat ears and plastic whiskers, with a tail she wore 
draped over her shoulder rather than dragging out behind her. It 
wasn't a nice thing to notice, George told me, but she was strik- 
ingly old. Not in a bent or gnarled or ruined way, nor wrinkled 
and sunken, but in the way of stones—the stones, he remembered, 
he'd observed on the beach back home. Back in Malibu, he meant, 
She was a person who'd watched, who'd waited for an age, a great 
center of stillness, 


person, dressed identically, served Madeline and Walt. Jacques 


was ' 
offered nothing and no one knew how to address this, least of 


he Word 


Neither of Vegas, Jack gave 


these two actresses hi : 
es hi 
them noticed S attention, 


» and continued their little play as if George 
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. i . Madeline smiled. “iy 
were their only audience led. “It’s funn you sho 
3 her Reta 
for this weekend. In fact, we've already planned ; way 


mention Vegas. Walt and I were just discussing anot 


thing special at dawn. Can we count on you to be shite h Some. 

“Of course you can, my dear. Are these fine gentleme 
as well?” Houghton had disappeared and Jacques was = 
Walt was undoubtedly making a new, young friend ic 
the dark. Victoria's gesture—her fine gentlemen—gracg 


but George and Jack, who had no time to object before 


n invited 
king and 
ewhere jn 
d Nobody 


Madeline’, 
assent. 


“Of course, there's no way to tear us apart these days. I'm 55 alad 
you'll join us. Nobody lights up the desert quite like you, Victoria” 
George finished his drink and traded the glass for a full one. Jack 
wasn't terribly far behind him, swirling the last of his gin around A 
ignored, wrinkly olive. He snuck his hand into a shadowand touched 
George's elbow—shockingly intimate in that chaotic space. “What 
was that about?” he whispered as the two women moved closer to 
the fre—to backhand one another's careers, no doubt. 

“I’ve honestly no idea. I’ve never been to Vegas and never in- 

tended to change that.” 

“What happens at dawn in Vegas?” 

“Don't interrogate me, Jack.” George was surprised and soft- 
ened his face—which must have looked ridiculous with his blood- 
sucking features. In the dark, he touched Jack's chest, where a 
tattered vest hid the muscles George had marveled Boe 
worshipped, he was ashamed to tell me—the night before. “Im 
sorry, I'm very tired. This gathering is perhaps more than I cu 

@ i j d drink, which 
handle at the moment.” He sipped from his secon pes 
seemed to him remarkably, almost impossibly good—a diamon 


: : is face. 
of heat in his chest that brought a great, stupid smile to a 


> <a 
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inca moment all will be quite splendid. You never 
shaps 
“or PE 


hings £° 
ow how aes ee admitted, straight to hell. It'd been years 
went, e 


, barrasse 
since he'd e™ frer, the things he’d said and the people he'd in- 
f ir alter, 


do you, Jack?” 
d himself with drink and whenever he 


so ashamed that he considered—briefly—never 

ew 

red, he BF it was also, he said with a note of plea- 
5s drop- But it w: ’ 

rouching % 


again slight t0 bea terror, a storm upon that ignorant calm. Per- 
i 


sure, ad hat Madeline wanted when she encouraged him to 
. - Wi 


haps this 16 
be interestin 
al d gasp at in p 
people Madeline knew. 


hat was most wonderful was to take a break, even fora 
But w! 


a foreign, even monstrous spectacle other people 
g— 


Jeasure and chatter about later, in awe of the 


few hours, from his life being his own fault. 

If it were a real casino, Jack told him later, George would’ve 
been shot. It began when he stood behind the players and read 
their cards aloud—“Ah, yes, the queen of hearts and four of 
diamonds”—giggling when they became incensed and shooed 
him away. He abandoned cigarettes in the drinks of people who 
said unbearably naive things—or simply those he didn’t like the 
look of—and stealthily (he thought) switched the hats of men and 
women sitting close together. The hired men seemed to have been 
trained not to intervene; even when George scooped up a pair of 
thrown dice from the craps table and plunked them in a man’s 


martini, they simply produced another set and threw again. He 


was having such a fine time, he assured anyone who bothered to 
listen. One of the servants ha 


2 d been directed, he guessed, to follow 
'maround, and he slowed their chase by blowing out candles, one 
by one, as they relit them in 


' a hurry. 
or was he the only misbehaved guest. Jacques, despite his 
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shunning, had found a way to get drunk and was crawling g é 
ay 
is 


Path, 
woman George had never seen before, dressed as some evil A 


hands and knees, howling whenever a man crossed hig 


Sort of 
affand 


eS atthe 


nurse, was stealing plates of hors d'oeuvres from the waitst 

offering them to other partygoers, but withdrawing the plat 

last moment, cackling as she deprived them of their choice. Vics 
ria herself, even, seemed to have a unique habit of asking rena 
were enjoying the martini, and then plucking it from your es 
and knocking it back. It brought her a joy George was Brateful she 
could still experience, and he mused, in his drunkenness, thathey 
have to get to know her better, to ease into her life as he'd ord 
into Madeline's and see what he could extract from it. Tt was the 
first time, George told me, that he admitted to himself how much 
he enjoyed using the rich. 

“George, you must calm down,” Madeline said as he came to 
switch her witch’s hat with Victoria's cat ears. The two of them 
were on the settee near one of the fireplaces and were whispering 
about some great gift, a rare opportunity that Madeline was happy 
to share, that Victoria was the first person she thought of, the one 
who'd enjoy it most, and Madeline was so kind to always think 
of her, they must really see one another more often. Their speech 
was remarkably underslurred given how much they'd had to drink. 
Then he saw, for the first time, Madeline’s secret. 

“These are so wonderful,” Victoria said as they each swallowed 
a pill. “Have you ever taken Dexedrine, Mr. Curtis?” She plucked 
the bottle from Madeline's hand and shook a tablet into Georges 
own palm, which he was surprised to find waiting for it. Witha 
little swallow of gin, it slipped inside his body. 

Later, Madeline whispered to him as they waited in pa! 


lines for the restroom. “Iwas hesitant to suggestit, but! thinkyou ll 


rallel 


ittle bundle of cloth into his pocket. 


by them. They helped him concen= 
d up fora fortnight straight 


Someday we'll rake 


» she slipped * 
enjoy or | knew swore 
writer and once he staye 


js works all the awards. 


in 
rate fe) lay. Ir won ; 
wrote 4 whole p!ay: ursociety will be unrecognizable—a race 


r F and fe) : " 
ike vitamin n need to sleep. ” He was sweating 


ho don't eve eae 
le w! a but he felt powerful. Everything in the 


he could study and examine; every conversa- 
tered in his brain. The dizzying effect of the 
din its place he felt like a watchtower of 


of super POP 
and his pulse vee 
room was something 
rion around him regis 
alcohol was stabilizing an 
intellect and reason. 

“You absolutely won't slee 
on the cheek before slipping into the water closet. 
course George had known about amphetamines since his 


P tonight,” she said, and kissed him 


Of 
days in New York, when the painters and writers in his circle—was 


ithis circle, or simply an orbit he'd transversed like an orphaned 
planet?—had traded them like cigarettes. Despite the occasional 
temptation, he'd never felt overwhelmed by the appeal, and didn’t 
like how it gave one’s teeth nothing to do but bite, bite, bite in frus- 
tation, in boredom. Reading magazines and listening to records 
and smoking cigarettes in a crumbling loft wasn’t the same when 
“ E a he ewan of a frantic jaw across the 
ning, he said, ofa long a nc ie Sse A sees 
ee — er ar poo love affair. There was so 

able to do withou 
“Tange time in my life, he said, bu 
‘omake a difference, 


tthem. They came ata 
tthey hung around long enough 


At dawn, the serva 
ane nts dampened the fire and snuffed out the 


e enti 
ire room was suddenly a smo 


Tettes and body odor ay sticky g of wax and ciga- 


spilled drinks, and no one wanted 
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anything more to do with it. Jacques had Stripped to the 


Waist 
e lash on 
Ss Nipples, 
could Only 


Plate on the 
same settee as before, her tail coiled neatly in her lap, Jack 7 


startlingly sober, if exhausted; his eyes looked as if 


nd was unconscious on one of the baccarat tables, th 
a . 
his abdomen finally fading into a pink that Matched hj 
which gave George a stirring. Walt had vanished—one 


imagine with whom. Victoria was snacking off a fresh 


they'd Zotten 
too hot and had losta little of their shape. Madeline offered hima 


Dexedrine, which he took happily. “It'll get you through the 


day,” 
she said, and it was only then that George realized it was T. 


hurs- 
day, the first of November—a day when normal People, which 


Jack ostensibly was, went to work. He imagined the empty office, 
George's desk undisturbed, Ellman’s perhaps emptied, maybe even 
ransacked, his scripts and scraps cataloged and labeled and sealed 
away in a drawerful of evidence. Had he at last crossed a line? Had 
they finally put Ellman on the list? 

Houghton was waiting for them outside, smoking and enjoy- 
ing the fresh flowers. He'd lost his fish head and was a scien 
chimera. “Like something straight out of Gatsby,” he said, pointing 
inside at the remains of the party, but no one else had read it. Mi 
dumped Jacques in the trunk of Madeline's limousine as if they 
killed him, and Madeline disappeared for a half hour to look for 
Walt. Jack said he'd catch a cab to his apartment, where he Se {0 
wash this party off his skin. Already he was more awake, , bes zs 
kettle hissing with ideas on his way to finish a whole movie se 
sitting, George imagined. At one point, not long before a oe 
back to Malibu, Houghton suggested that they check w os 
or not Jacques was still alive, which he was—and so eee 
beautiful, so handsome, so young, and so enticing ch seh 
wanted him in his own room when they returned, any °F 4 


> 7 
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4, Wanna see tt again, mister?—such lips, such a throat. 
nec. 
be dam 
rge 
ch, Geo . 
Such, under that suit, 


hought in a sudden flush of heat, a rounded pair of 
t 


and such a taut and tender hole between 
heeks 
5 like it was made, : ; f 
them, apping its pink little lips around cocks like George's 
r 


he thought, by the lascivious hand of God 


se . eae dry, every quicksilver drop. It was time, he 
and milking 


ee Houghton turned to him—“I'm sorry, George, but I’ve 
“ ay — 


live up to his costume and drain this werewolf of life. 
to liv 


embered. Did that man ever find you? He must have been 
just ae. terribly enthusiastic and interested. He knew all about 
Bi an d afraid to intrude.” He lit a fresh cigarette and 
ground its predecessor beneath the ee epine connecting his toes. 
Whenever drugs are involved, George said, you can never be sure 
what's real and what's chemical, but his heart was alive right then 
and panicked; he had all the certainty of a paranoiac, connecting 
one mystery to another. There was even a car parked just down the 
driveway, its windows dark, a lone orange glow from a single cig- 
arette as Whoever it was watched them. Jack had never described 
the car but George was sure that this was it, this was the one. “I 
should have said something sooner,” Houghton said. “Did he ever 
introduce himself? He couldn't wait to meet you.” 


comments about George’s life before he left, with his 


In ny final 
New friend ‘ 

Ads ible night in Las Vegas, I'd like to 
Ty, which is at best selectively am- 
Madeline's yacht club, These peo- 
lishments, are Not written about 


ni 
Worst, exclusive as 


ir |; ; 
ir lives, their accomp 
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elsewhere because they are not the kind of people it ; 
: : ae 
for history—that is, by history, the conscious efforts of Venien, 
instituti ; OF orga... 
tions, governments, and institutions with a Politics of ; Rania, 
their 


however objective they claim to be, however roa own, 
—to econ] 


or remember. They are not, in a word, winners, And . 
Cause 
the 


lost, it is their lives that are—or nearly were—lost to 2 
Madeline was right. George did not sleep, and instead h 

: ‘ : on 

work again, to seriously work. He gathered in his cae BaN to 


fug 
: : Sa 
clone of starts and stops, observations, middles, cy. 


. Conclusions, foot 
notes, asides, and counterpoints, and sometimes sat for hou 
TS With 


a pair of scissors and a pen, rearranging and refining his ideas un 

til each clipped paragraph was an impermeable gem, and crea 
they formed a crown. He asked the servants to bring him every 
newspaper and weekly they could find and he never stopped read. 
ing. Even after his workday had supposedly ended and he joined 
Walt and Madeline and Jacques on the terrace, his work continued 
as he shuffled through papers and notes he'd brought out with him, 
There was no longer any point in being private, in being discreet; 
he'd found a way to say what he wanted to say and there was no way 
anyone could refute it. He’d already disappeared twice in this life. 
There was no reason to think he couldn't do it again. 

Besides, it was beginning to look as if the events in Budapest— 
which had, in newspapers that once used the word rebellion, been 
recast into the insurrection—were nearing their ugly end and 
would become an example or a warning in his work, rather than 
a hope. Here was not a transformation but a failure. Despite its 


promises of peace and accord, the Soviet Union had, in the early 


hours of that very morning, sent enough troops and tanks across 


i : ‘ern + e 
the Hungarian border to exterminate every last living soul in th 


country George once called home. They surrounded the airpor's 
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no more needed to be ce In 
in those days, if anything 
sis suddenly banishing 
least below the 


qerain stations; 
n 


+g a 
screciP Bob ody was sure, 1 
: id, not with the Suez ctl 
facts yld be said, -£ pot off the front page at : 
oe ge, was nO longer stimulatin 
d Nations had postponed “the 
o foment 


gto 
heir coura 
the Unite 
de every allied effort t 
sing Radio 


ders. Eve? 
erica TOO ary, which ma 
yestlO ee "ellion—including the embarras 

ao hat dangled Western civilization like a 
ly cowardly but malicious, sadis- 


had been abandoned. Yes, he still 
to this day, they were his 


broadcasts ¢ 
ick—_seem not on. 


tic. His peop le, 


hem 
thought of C 
le. Betrayed, he told me, 
. then that Jack joined them—no longer a party guest, 
It was 


art of the amorphous commune Madeline had created with 
= writing residency—and George began to imagine a differ- 
el 


ent form of happiness. “Enough with pretense, gentlemen,” she said 


as his people; even NOW, 
was not too strong a word. 


as they dined that evening—she and George and Jack, and Walt, and 
Jacques. Their backdrop, as ever, was the sunset and the beach and 
the littlest mountains, the earliest stars; and George wondered— 
even as he waited for her to explain, to continue—how long a life 
lke this could last with nothing to back it up, none of their Holly- 
wood money, none of their security, their immortality. It wasn’t long 
atall asit turned out, but how could he have known ona 


like that “And by pre e sf yc yu 
2 . 
T nse, she continued, “T of course mean r 


love for on 
a Ss pee 
another—or feelings, if we must tiptoe around such cata- 


strophi 
Phic words. Please cease this sneaking around, this awful game 


Nn evening 


; 

Ould be Seized. Yer he | 
MAN next to him, “ 
George?” 


stantial, precious flesh and hold it there ; 
pleasure that relat 


“It’s been haunting me, George, how you said the Monster 
would want nothing. You remember? The beach? I think it would 
really get under America’s skin.” 

George's hand was traveling over Jack’s chest, this landscape 
he'd studied for so long and never thought he’d visit. “Death from 
Below,” he offered. 

“Have you ever thought about working together? I could help 
you with that sequel Edwards keeps mumbling pale That Ee 
you'll have a reason to stick around once you're bored with ee 
seeing it happen slow, people disappearing one by one, then who 


s ” 
ships, and then it comes for the town itself. 


t the water, it’s whatever 


tisn’t jus 
Jack. I : 
own there sleeping that weve wo 


llow everything. It could 


” 


a gall dow? ps. You've got a psychopath’s 


Bet nes 
ugometi™ 


you give me the cree 

ned. and said, “I'm as harmless as a cephalopod, 

ogee done of the hairs from his chest and laughed as 

# He pluc 

jack 

he yelped arnear midnight Jack fell asleep and bumped into 
led and sweaty and restless. George lay there and 

aie a cigarette in bed. He considered what had 

mm . . 

had changed. Then, in the morning light, he saw 

like a sated creature asleep in the hot sun and 


him and £0" 
thought. He 
happened, what 


. cock waiting 
laa a with his tongue until it stood upright. Jack’s hands 
gave ita 


were traveling through his thinning hair and pushed, eo os 
frst and ever more forcefully, as George slowly opened his throat, 
and Jack bottomed outr—sunk to the hilt, as they sometimes say. 
George felt Jack’s heartbeat against his lips, at least until there was 
another pulse that drowned it out, and which George dutifully 
swallowed. He smiled in pride. 

‘Tm starting to appreciate your feminine side, George.” 

“I prefer to think of it as my masculine side.” He wiped his 
mouth with the back of his hand and licked what was there, a cat’s 
bath in reverse. “The other masculine side.” 


Suit yourself, as long as you can do that again when I’m done 


at the . , 5 
Studio. It’s Friday—a man loves a good treat.” 


Man’s i 
treat is another man’s treat, too, Jack.” He reached 


Plucked 9 f i i 
i, ; = of the Dexedrines Madeline had given him 
Pule by the bed. Now leave me alone.” 


a“ (@) ne 
Over and 


84 PATRICK NATHAN 


If these are intimate details that bulge o¢ drip ¢ 
To 
of the story I’ve chosen to tell you, | hope—a, I'm a fabs, 
be 


would have hoped—that you consider them not . 
S 

: f ae 

cesses or dilated indulgences but as acts of WUeas & 


is handed the opportunity, wanted or NOt, to meditat 
e 
ness, on where joy falls in time. No matter who 


We are, 
much if not most of our lives Pretending, 


and to Pretend—.,, 

d Membranes and f 
Y to receive their 200d 
happy with facts, and 
nd muscle fibers Were 


hemically acceleratin 
contractions, and the bulbocavernosus at the root of him 


about something as mundane as fluids an 
chemicals they call to, the brain cells read 
news—is not a path to happiness. We are 
if it was a fact that Jack’s motor neurons a 


beginning to communicate in a pattern of ¢ 


began to 


Y deter. 
orated, and the pearlescent, plasmic cocktail of fructose, citrate 


tremble as the period between these contractions rapid] 


amino acids, flavins, phosphorylcholine, dihydrotestosterone 
zinc, and vitamin C—shaken as it traveled from gland to gonad to 
tip to tongue—shot out of his body with the familiar farewell ofan 
oxytocic stupor, and if George, with the sophisticated discretion of 
his thousands of gustatory papillae, could relish this sweet-bitter 
salt-tart gift, I would prefer it not forgotten. Too much happiness, 
especially a happiness like theirs, is forgotten. It dies with a man 
like George, and I don’t know that anyone needs a reminder ofa 
different sort of fact—that a lot of men like George did die, long 
before their time. = 
When his coffee arrived, George’s mind had already cleared an 
Is i hing that 
uncoiled and was reaching its great tendrils into everyt f , 
interested him, everything that obsessed him. It was aah mi 
not to feel exhaustion—the enemy of ambition. He would be 


, d 
«< things aM 
to work like this once he left—once he packed up Dee 
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logized to his landlady (“Family,” 
apo. 


), and resumed his work at the studio. 
e), a 


lized, to get up early or stay up late, 
go home and transform the 


E don 
as ifhe ha' 
yld say 9 Be ecarge re 
; his pay, : 
uch as one could, its transformation 
ar keep him well stocked. Alive and 
deline 
Y Me . . 
teresti 
George vis ee, ix George's forearms ached 
it wa 


what he’d written but he knew it 


surel ng than he’d ever planned to be. 


’c even sure 


a ore 
kc with, something to pare Contath Wa 
Q wor , 
to the sharper it could get—at least that’s what 
e 


was to sharpe™ even if he had to start over, he 


“C: othing, 
n if it was : : 
d something. And here was its bulky evidence. 
. An 


tJack in the salon. 
en, haking the martinis. Since Madeline had 


there 


he reasoned: Eve 
had at least create 


He stood up an 4 
as already s ; : i 

oe to secrecy—or one species of it—their evening dy- 

n 


put a2 G little commune, had changed. Walt spent most of his 

ae naked to the waist, dressing only for dinner and 

undressing the moment it was over. He did this for Jacques, who 
seemed taken with his new, outward role as Walt’s special servant. 
Theyd found a little Roman loincloth—something long stolen 
froma period movie—and he wore it around the mansion and its 
grounds like a uniform. He was careful to sit politely so as not to 
offend (Madeline’s word) the genuine servants, the paid servants. 
George wished he found the whole thing obscen 


butit tickled the reptilian part of his brain that 

Want, that said have and take, 

a sitting there with his drink, seemed to take a different 
Sure in the boy’ i i 

hie Ys servile presence. Jacques was afraid to meet 


eor embarrassing 
said look, that said 
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. “ , 
Madeline began. “You're very fortunate, Geor, 


oy aha Be." Was he) 
“Quite—you see, Victoria is amused by disorder : 


and gyi... 
- | f ” It wasn't a | ‘i quite likeq 
your litt e performance. precise ya Performance a 
, to 


be fair he did have regrets. “Well, she’s a Unique woman Othe 
‘ TWise 


I fear she wouldn't have agreed to join us tomorrow,” 7; 
* *0Morroy) 


the Dead, 
I've decided we should celebrate—another Movement, sh 


“Yes, you see, after Halloween comes the Day of 


which 


all we 
say, in our little symphony. It’s so much more interesting, 


anyway, 
than any old Halloween party.” Another Party? Here? “ 


Of Course 
one will be 


d the room, 
It may have been simply because he was last ina chain, but here 


not. I have a room in Las Vegas for times like these. No 
disappointed.” She sipped from her drink and surveye 
yes 
landed on Jack. “I should also add that no one here is exempt, You 
will be leaving with us. Tomorrow. Just after lunch.” It did sound 
rather intriguing. “Intriguing, George” —she laughed—“we'll all 
have the most wonderful time. You'll never forget it. Nobody will.” 
What was a party, anyway? This George did not ask—not of 
Madeline. But he did wonder. Wasn't this—drinking martinis and 
sharing conversation, listening to music, losing themselves in each 
other's company, stealing moments of intimacy when they thought 
no one else was looking, Jack’s lips on George's neck, Walt’s hand 
lovingly, menacingly resting against Jacques’s throat as he asked 
him a question, lighting each other's cigarettes, going out to look 
at the stars, stripping down to nothing and splashing in WY ee 
opening another bottle, forgetting who you were, that Ve ae 
all—wasn't this what people meant when they said “party me be 
they said “celebration”? For George it was celebration ae : 
told me—to be grateful together, and grateful for their lives. id not 
When they said good night, he and Jack tried but cov 


leepy 
: stead, $ 
make love, not at least in the way they were used to. In 


>» 
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sake, they nuzzled like chilled cats. Here was another's skin, 
with drink, 
ther’s map of scars ; 
ano isneck’s slow slap of blood. Here were his testicles. Here was 
ness, si 


here they'd taken his foreskin, one in ancient ritual and 
scar W! seus 
ie because, isn’t it strange, it's just what people do here, nobody 
e Decale’ : 
ae ¢ why. And here is the older scar, from glans to perineum, 
ow. 3 


here before he was born he went from female to male. A little 
where 


and secrets. Here was his scent and his soft- 


chromosome, they said, was all it took to sew it shut. 

Jack slept like he was a boy again—mouth open, hands twitch- 
ing, a little groan as something trespassed his dreams. In the 
moonlight George smoked his cigarettes and watched the man next 
to him and followed his thoughts. He couldn’t remember when he'd 
last slept, but what good was sleep when you had this? I no longer 
remember, he told me, what it was I thought. That wasn’t the point. 

In the morning they packed like a family. Madeline called to 
Walt to not forget his pocket square, and Jacques asked George if 
he could borrow something to read—he hated long car rides and 
no one ever wanted to talk to him. It struck him, then, the pro- 
found pity he felt. Would it really have been so bad, George won- 
dered, ifJacques had met another man, a simpler man, outside that 


movie theater? If he had been some oth 
even made him happy? 


" ie oa for the car, George searched his pockets 
few a - a Stee them, he realized, on his desk—typing a 
Went to =e meek showered in the next room. When he 
id not look = ae es was there, too, his back to the door. He 

P. George's Papers were in disarray. His notebooks 


ad bee 

N Ope : 

Fe Pened and set back in an unfamiliar manner. George 
Neat, orde 


“Rough o 


er man’s wife, and maybe 


tly person, and Jack was always rough, always just 


a 
mess to charm you. Which, unfortunately for Jack, 


> << 
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didn’t make you a very good informant. A spy, 


George Said, So 
one who lied to others in order to get what t Me. 


( ; hey want, Som 
who made others believe in trust, in companionship ja One 
Ju 


his frustration, whatever it was that Jack was looking for. h 
yet found it. George slipped out of the room. 

Among their busy morning, nobody had disturbed then 
which lay folded on the foyer table, just beneath the eer Af 


ers. George's hands were trembling as he wrenched and shuffled 
er 


Bing by 
e hadn't 


his way through it in the back of the car—from rage or from fea 
he couldn't say, which usually means, George told me, that it’s no 
insubstantial slice of each. And anyway, you can’t have what peo- 
ple call betrayal without both. But it was wholly fear—withoutg 
doubt, George said—when he saw, in a lurid little column a few 
sheets in, that the body of Francis J. Ellman, missing since Monday 
morning, had “been found.” Another photograph, far crisper and 
more credible than the radioactive experiments had unwittingly 
given the tabloids: a familiar old coupe, battered with age, parked 
along a monstrous pier in Long Beach, a familiar shadow slumped 
inside. The newsman had already decided: suicide, cut and dry. 

When Jack joined him, he handed over the silver case. “You left 
these,” he said. 

“Thank you,” George said. He extracted one and lit it. If you 
breathe, he told me—if you tell yourself, J am breathing—you can 
remain still, you can keep your latticed frenzy of muscle tissue 
and nerves under control. He exhaled slowly, evenly. ! am exhaling. 
“Was there anything else?” 

“Nor that I could find.” Jack turned and looked George in the 


eye and smiled, “Everything we want is right here.” 


be grcays 


theirs are conju ted the furure— 
or Sm ire going to. ‘No one is 


5€0 ge realized, to associate 


re 


aly believed i in 


Oi ae 
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George was born, he told everyone, in a movie Sete . 


rarely said was that, for such a birth to happen, Gyér 


e 
BY Ker: 
é f . 
n New York. He was sixteen and it Was sy tésy 


had to arrive 1 a 
His parents would be along shortly, they had assureg re time 
maffy 


just important that he get a head start, that he get the | as 


i A : : ay of the 
land, that he at last practice, they said, his beautify] Een 
was 1944. 

In his imagination, New York had been a city without 


Which he hadn't realized, until he stepped into it, that he'd 
in his childish brain a city without a stench, without a pun 


grip on the body. Never had he felt anything as swelterin 


4 Past, 
Meant 
ishing 
8 this 
carcinogenic swamp that smelled of lead and farty garbage, ciga 
rette smoke, sweating onions and splattered oil. Instead of leaving 
his body in Budapest, Gyorgy seemed to have sunk deeper into a 
and lay naked on his cot whenever his landlady was out, an ol 
Hungarian who'd left before the Regency takeover just after the 
first great war—a name and address his parents had folded among 
his most important papers. Every morning he washed and every 
evening he smelled like a creature that lived in a barn, and washed 
again. The new environment seemed to have awakened the man 
dormant in his boy's body and, among other problems, he gained 
nearly a foot in height—and so quickly thar it left stretchmarks on 
his back. None of his clothes were any good to him and he spent 
his first earnings on new trousers and shirts. He’d found work at 
the shipyard in Brooklyn—a short train ride from his room on 
Clinton Street when he had a little money, and a long, drenching, 
humiliatingly human walk when he didn't. 
Magda, who spoke of New York as a paradise even though she 
lived in relative poverty and fought with all her neighbors, kept 


him fed but he remained hungry. She talked with him but he was 
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d him in her son's left-behind 
ec to Central Park, all the way 
believe he’d made a grave 


d duck ponds and Fer- 


qHe FUTUR 


she 


san 
nt store: 7 x 

ome. It wasnt, he t 
*, want 

idn’t W' 

e did 

: he wo 
e cafes, the apart 
i ° 
he select inventory 
5. In the beginning, 
f ire, a telegram, any 


d find the bookstores and museums 
: ments and lofts where people 
£ public men’s rooms, and, 

cee he simply worked 
ba vie house 
: e weather and waited for a w 
bout 


n his family would arrive. 


n house all to themselves not 


ung child—the hand- 


a tow 
_ Even as a yO 


G 
far from i as such a creature O 


salen 
holding seal wrought iron, that the garden continually 


an E 

and ee astonishing to see living animals—sparrows 
ee 1 mother said as he pointed, warblers and thrush. 
and finches; 


th e squirrels and even a rabbit, and there was nothing be- 
re were Si 

a em, these creatures and Gyorgy, but empty distance, a 
Be i hanging branch. It was nothing like the 
stretch of lawn or an overhanging br 3 


f cities, of streetcars 


zoolog cal gardens where animals, however impressive or terrify- 
ing, were cataloged, labeled—separated just as those in his books 
were isolated each on its own page. In the garden by his parents’ 
home, a rabbit lived a rabbit's life. Later, he began to notice the 
bees and buterfies in the same register, nothing at all like the 

imens pinned under glass in his father’s study—murder as a 
pastime, Gyérgy thought, stealin 


specimens 


g the lives of butterflies the way 


Gyorgy p 1 watercolors, 
of his ents imposed specificity. These weren't flow- 
rden but tulips, irises, 


geraniums, pansies, roses. His 


va 


Cag, 
s 
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s not butterflies but spotted fritilla, 
ies, 


jon wa 
father's collection 


ern bath whites, ban im batly be 
erors, scarce Coppers, safflower skippers, The to 
S 


ded graylings, Adonis blues 
ath, 
e hey 
Of ver, 
him y 


le emp’ 

purp. b : fj 
red but crimson, with 

painted for them was not , Overtones 


‘lion. No doubt it was a precision that made ir easier for 
milion. 


process strange languages—the German eRe 


ick up and : Yidd; 
ee father's customers, the French of his mother’s Rie ish 


Sia 
the English he studied in books. They were not Jews, his fat nd 


nie heran. 
nounced, but atheists from Jewish families. It wasn’t that 


felt bored, his mother clarified, but lonely. 
At sixteen, Gyorgy had enough of an understanding of wa 
Tr 


to know that the Karolyi might no longer be there, nor its tulip 


YOrgy 


and irises, 
life, until now, might be nothing but rubble, and his family's his. 


its rabbits and warblers. The house he’d lived in all hig 
tory, their legacy, destroyed with it. His parents had relocated—h. 
knew that much—so their bodies would not be tangled among its 
stones and copper and lumber. Budapest, like other great cities of 
Europe, might be burning now, or buckling beneath a rain of shells 
Since the Reich had dispensed with allies and taken direct contro] 
of Hungary, pushing Horthy and his government aside, it was no 
longer possible to rely on the Hungarian papers— if they were still 
printing. Magda said she had faith. The Jews had made Budapest 
their home and it was their great capital of Europe; not even Hit 
ler could take it away from them. They had withstood millennia 
of suffering that far outweighed this “German menace,” and God 
would again pity them. Even though many Jews, in their compla- 
cency, had turned their backs on God, Magda said—and here she 
turned away from Gyérgy, as if she didn't want to be reminded— 
even so, she said, He would reserve for them their place. 


It wasn’t until after the war that Gyorgy—and the majority 
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with him—learned that between May 15 and 
long 
world a 


1944, 
of of that yea” f put 15,000 of them were immediately sent to 
_and chat 
sz. In less tha 


had stepped right 
Se one newspaper PY ; : 
< had to read the word again. Desperation. By 


the Reich had deported 437,402 Hungar- 


n two months, more than 380,000 human 
from the train into the gas chambers. 


t it, had been Hitler's last act of 


Gyorgy 

ved out 0 
oe i: about Budapest, about a great city for the 
et 


£ Magda’s apartment, and never found 


Jews, ® 
His parents, 


e sort of people you remembered forever: 


They were th 


, his 
ee % Gyorgy was surprised to hear it described), he and 


de facto partner in the shipyard. As a unit (or 
“team, : 
Henry were responsible for a pallet jack someone (ong fired or 
quit) had named Martha. Together, they spent their ee on twelve 
hours dragging Martha from the rail yard to the astonishing hulk 
ofthe battleship. “It didn’t used to be like this,” Henry often said. 
He was much older than GyGrgy; he could have been his younger 
grandfather, if he weren't Black. “We watch each other now,” he 
wenton. “They call it safety, safe practices, but not so long ago you 
were alone. If you got hurt or crushed or keeled over, that was it.” 
Picking through Henry's memories, Gyérgy came to understand 
thatthe laws in the United States had changed. Its protections had 
changed. Some, of course, were taken more seriously than others, 


but Henry did not like to discuss the laws, the protections, that 
werenot taken so seriously. 
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Magda, whose silks were thin and pale enough to ne ; 
one who gave them the slightest attention thar they were y- 
and that she wore them as relics of a different life @differe 
she would have said), where silks and hats, furs, pearls 
from France and a case to carry them, and perfume 
flowers instead of the paper ones she’d crafted long ag 
shamefully in visibly repaired vases—where all of die 


well spent instead of money impossible, these days, to j 


? Cigarette, 
» and fresh 
° and Stuck 
Was Mo 


Ney 
Magine. 

mM. his father 
gallery, Like 
’s Money, but 


\ Noél Rivers III, who inherited a town house fro 
] and wasted no time in turning its ground floor into A 
I many rich people, Noél hated his father and his father 
not enough to relinquish it entirely—so he SPENE it. “I's not as 8 
there will be a Noél Rivers IV,” he liked to say. On Gyéroy, he mai 
spend thousands, yet never in ways that added UP to anything con, 
crete. Unless you were to count experience, he told me. Perhaps even 


confidence. Noél was anciently American (“The Riverses 


were the 
A first ones off the Mayflower,” he lied), and yet the most European of 
, all Americans Gyérgy would meet. Dinners, tailoring, sherry, the 


new leather upholstery in the Duesenberg—nothing was ever good 
enough. Nothing but certain Paintings, which Gyérgy, he said, had a 
singular talent for identifying. “Oh, Georgie,” he would one day ad- 
mit, “the way you'll be remembered—it makes me Positively sick, the 
jealousy of it. And me, this flesh of the future forgotten. Forgive me,” 
The core of his life, Giland Yvette. Both were painters, she more 
talented and he more famous. Both spellbinding. “Gil,” Gyorgy 
would learn, was a unique shortening of Guillaume, as if it were an 
accident—as if one day he'd said Bill and someone wrote Gil and 
all was settled. Though he'd lived in New York for twenty years, 
he still seemed cripplingly French. At the time Gyérgy would oe 
him, Gil was in the habit of showing journalists a little picture he'd 
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paper. Whenever they asked where he was from, 
the news 

m 
cut fro’ 
he'd hold up 


¢ mud, ruins, tree stumps, smoke. The entire town, 
mud, 
eld 0 


hoto of Le Havre after Operation Astonia: a vast, 
the p 


rolling m for a quote—had been destroyed by the Allies in their 
he'd ee” it. There is no from, he'd say, not anymore. 

to re 
attempt 


the shock of these same journalists, was not French at 

rte, tO i “ : py 

a rn and raised in New Haven. “My sister was Mary,” she'd 
0! 

al but 


tell chem. she simply chose names she liked. Frankly, it’s none 
thinking— 
was 


My brother was Juan. I don't really know what my mother 
“ y 


iness.” Her paintings were tall and often slender, which 

of my o. anlike presence on the wall. Even the abstractions 

ee ai duals waiting patiently to speak with you, beings 
seemed a reciate a moment of your time. If Gil was aggressive 
ae. was persuasive; this, Gyorgy would realize, was 
ae, She was also a writer and spent hours with an old Poet 
frien d of hers typing and retyping and rearranging even the smallest 
oeerce print about this painter or another, this sculpture, that 
performance. No one took her as seriously as they did Clem or Hal 
eel knew—they all knew—hers was the real eye. 
~ Clem, who would never so much as remember Gyérgy’s name 
eee riably disparage the women he was with, even if he 
aed MH eent, oe paintings. j 
il, one of the kindest men Gyorgy would ever meet, and the 


amous New York writers to invigorate him. In Hal’s 
e told me, there was a 


Precision and economy rare among 
Ss almost, he said, 


aristocratic—a hammered blade of 
eA d deeply moral. Clem was the one who could make 


itwas only Hal who could cast you, Gyorgy would 


—Edward, Margaret, Suzanne, Carlos, Yukio, 
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Claudia, and Margot—whose entrance and exeunt in 
>In wi 


combination, into or out of the cafés and bars and 


ere 
astly, 


as their choreographed moments onstage. With their sil. 
Nice q 
nd 


their cigarettes, they arrived and departed like clouds, 
Kirstein, who looked like a statue and who often as tego 
as quickly. He had a presence like a radiator, someone ie ved 
knew was there in the room—and gratefully. Even ina ‘ 
didn’t think much of the paintings everyone else was excited f e 
at the time, he was interested in the painters. More soy he gas a 
terested in writers, and would often suggest, to Gyérgy, that a 
borrow this or that from the library, that he let him intro iran 
poet ora novelist—his treat—over a drink. He seemed to have in 
tuited, before anyone else—even before Gyérgy himself—what his 
life was for, and would guide it gently, like the minor adjustment of 
a sail ona little, lonely boat. 
Monica de Trieste, who was too beautiful to be from Hoboken, 
She invented a name and a past and left the price tags attached to 
all her clothes. “Receipts,” she called them. It was elegant, the tic 
she'd acquired whenever she threw her head back and laughed—to 
clutch her hand to her throat as if the joke you'd told her was so 
funny she couldn't breathe—but after some time Gyorgy realized 
it was only to hide her Adam's apple. 

Hofmann, in his final years of teaching. He was in his sixties 
and had opened his school over a decade prior, yet didn’t show 
a single painting until 1944—the same year Gyorgy arrived in 
New York. Not long after that, Tennessee Williams would call 
him “a painter of physical laws with spiritual intuition,” someone 
who “paints as if he could look into those infinitesimal particles 


of violence that could split the earth like an orange.” Whenever 


was COLOR 99 
alfthe people in the room would 
d write it down. Everyone, he 

an aphorism, @ koan. And of 
he master down or 
:r was only, George 


ed to remember, 


ani 


ann never seem 


“a ext time you brought him work, to give 


led Three Forty-Seven, after the ad- 
te parents were rich but weak-willed and 
Ne ; they'd surrendered their town house 
ante to Newport. He preferred a life, 


oT . . © 
ds and conversation, with music. A little 


ay exhaled upon Gyorgy the one time they'd 

a lim yusine. He had a weakness, especially, for 
n and out of his life like moonlit curtains in 
ae Jot enough to have learned anything 


rently. Max was the only poet who seemed to last 


moves symphonies, the most recently 
d books: e new abc 
ks—Jozef knew about them and could tell you how 


he'd felt abou r them w; a , a 
eltabout them without making you feel lesser or in some way 


discreetly as he could, Gyorgy 
d. He wanted to see his paint- 
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a patio between two restaurants on sth Avenue 


i 
. H , 
Georgie.” e 


Sa Prichlave 
The stranger who would fuck him in the men’s er 
brary, and whom he wouldn't see again until he ae is atthe ji. 
and he appeared, one day, on the television sc ming in Paris 
latest work of philosophy or history, 
Nobody, before that, had used his to 


never imagined tongues could go. 


r ” 
een, discussing hi 
1 i} : ls 
wasn't quite clear Which 

IC. 


nue in a place Gyorgy had 


Other men, strangers and friends, rich and hom 
and not. It wouldn’t take long for Gyérgy to le Da 
and into the sublime, as he called it. There would 


encounters, names and anonymity, 


eless, Married 
Ut of his body 


be affairs and 
diseases and treatmen 


- ts, and 
an everlasting tenderness that shocked him. Even now 
j 


b i he Said, 
his capacity for fondness, for love, seemed unfair. Th h 

: s BOUL: George 

never clarified whether it was unfair for so much love to exist in 

a 

single man’s body, or if it was unfair that so little love seemed, in 

comparison, spread out, shared, among the bodies of other men— 

that others might have been cheated in love, or deprived. 
And there was Paul, whose talent and intelligence, whose gen- 


uine grace, would only touch those who knew him. 


After the curfews and rations of Budapest and the long, risky 
chain of trains, boats, wagons, and ships he'd taken out of Europe, 
Magda’s apartment in New York felt like living in a doll’s house, 
George told me, or perhaps a stage set where an audience was 
laughing at their every move. While she had her bedroom and he 
had his cot behind the kitchen, they did the business of living—tea, 


; F ; ist, even 
dinners, the radio she never shut off, sewing, a game of whist, 
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She called it the parlor, though 
ell Boh to know you couldn't have a 
a library for privacy- He knew 


ora 


Jcnow this as well, so he, too, said 


C) 
he'd left her glasses. The 
n Street through the bars of what 


parlor had 


‘faced Clinto 


: balcony. 
ene Peace aid she explain that this was 
1 ly not 


- that fire escape, 
a e bothered him there or asked him 


Only when Magda scolded 


he told me, was the best 

on 
: among the other youths and adults 
mn building after building like damp laundry, 


Rind he slipped back through the win- 
never felt so claustrophobic. Then, too, it was 


¢ even though it was a hundred degrees. 


another ten, because one couldn't have 
They sat sweating together, achingly 
py magined she’d been doing this for over 


rgy began to wonder if she'd forgot- 
test her in case it was true. 


aamitl didn 


| KI how 


/what to think. Id never seen anyone so young 


et, 
dry place to another,’ 


r in their shared strength, 

as she served him another cup of scalding tea, 

after months of silence from across the Atlantic, he felt as if he 

might blast apart on such a landmine of a memory. He wanted 

nothing more than to look into that mirror now, to fold it once 

more and see how that geode of brothers had grown, and to tell 

them not to worry, the worst was behind them, and life would only 
be like this a little bit longer. 


That fall, it was clear to everyone that the war had turned, i 

even to the Germans, yet there was no surrender. In Gyoreys 
new country, they built more cruisers and submarines, more alf- 
planes, more guns, more bombs. They printed and filmed more 


man, 
vast smile with one crooked tooth 
then helped Gyorgy to his feet and walked on, 
That evening, before he returned to his room, he stopped into 

a drug store and bought a small pad of paper and some pencils, 
They were nothing like the supplies he’d had in Budapest, but he 
was too ashamed, he told me, to ask Magda or even Henry where 
he could buy nicer things; he didn’t want to betray any wish, any 
pretension. The sun was setting earlier and earlier, and there 
wasn’t much daylight left as he sat among birds and leaves and 
old women in Sara Roosevelt Park and tried to recreate the face 
he’d just seen. I didn’t dream it up, he wanted to write to his par- 
ents. They would be sitting in their room or their country hideout, 
wherever it was, holding Gyérgy’s letter together and reassuring 
themselves that they'd done the right thing, that they'd sent hin 


s boy said, “I’m proud of 


hi 
least safer. T 
a and IJ don’t even know 


‘ id he helped me up, 
e single friend. No one knows who I am. I 
ea 


Pisc Which is different from having the 
r Cl i : 
Phe Jatter, there is a plasticity. An inner 


otion, 2 worldview, a suspicion, a yearning, 


in having an outer shape or color, a 


stent 
transdimensional. The ambition 


bition to paint 1s 
- to want to be recognized for having, or 
epressible will. I’m not sure—and neither 
as 


tter, since he never got the chance to know 


m to the Szépmtivészeti Muzeum where 
ite . . . 
that technique, just to refine his skill. He 


Sthough.we can say without any doubt that 


i 


tion, and that her enthusiasm for the man- 


hand: Matisse, Cézanne, Van Gogh), was borne out of 
1 : 

By oreyicer d indeed become a great painter, 
i ee ob 


alamous painter, 


eliminate erro; 
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Particularly wrong, 


Vowels, even in the 


k fo 
people who'd Never had 


r the Tare ; 
oneven trie 


h, even 


ife, Though 
; Poke like an 
Neither did anyone 


use of langua 
matter how much Gyér 8Y enjoyed it, was not Something oe Fi 
Cou 


copy. Instead, Gyorgy had to eavesdrop, and Spent as much 4j 
as possible, from then on, in parks and in café om 
kicked him out for not drinking, 


S, Magda Ss 
ts. 
whose curious 


S, in bars until they 

in diners, cafeterias, subway stops, 

train stations. His sketches from this Period are framed in idioms, 

turns of phrase, isolated words, as though in trying to recreate the 
face of his benevolent stranger, George told me, he was summoning 
the language he’d use to reach out to him, to befriend him. 

To find this stranger. That smile. Even as the weather turned 
from crisp to cool to cold, Gyorgy crossed the Williamsburg Bridge 
on foot every morning and evening. Sometimes he waited, watch- 
ing the water near the shoreline factories, its ochre mix of steam and 
froth, glancing nervously left and right like a squirrel with a stolen 

meal. He studied every face that wasn’t buried in a scarf or kerchief. 
Most belonged to the indigent and penniless—those who bg no 
choice but to cross such a terrible place on foot instead of in the 


warmth of the trains howling under their benumbed or purpling 
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2 That he remembered him? That he'd 
Be ? That no one except his mother had 
ee ei he'd never—Gyorgy didn’t yet 
pa __heard it in a man’s voice? 
ii though not exactly, with 


1< Others like him, 
comment on its strange- 


. J, ts 
e city’s streets, 
a ji i: ideas. He'd read a lot about friend- 
cigarettes, disc 
is2 


ms, in the published letters and journals 
and 1D ig a0 for himself, the reliability of others. 
ook at the night with, to brush close to 


arate them with its wintry chill. 


nte 


disturbing dream. 


; be married, but not right now. 
ee cei ll. To know where 
‘To receive any letter at all. To 


re didn’t know terribly well, and for them to push 
a5 would have passed, or maybe none at all, 
id be happy to see him. They would want to 


| 0, what he’d been thinking about—how 


his work 


Geen 
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de Flore of New York. The 


emphasis, th 
New York: grimy, e art 


icle clarig 


like a ir Was 4 


their coffee there, who si 


Pped their “tomar 
hot water, 


ce) soup” 


to match those around him. 
He listened. It was Staggering. They talked—and 
laughed—about the immorality of the figure, about Kierke 
and Hegel, the chemistry of pigments and which medium 
tered or offended those chemistries. War, of course. Many of 
like Gyérgy, had left Europe by force, and lamented the destruction 
or purification or death and resurrection (depending on who was 
speaking) of civilization. Horsehair brushes. Humanhair brushes, 
The abandonment of brushes. Mustard gas, machine-gun fire, 
carpet bombing, shrapnel, trenches, blitzkriegs, U-boats, tanks, 
A new form of warfare called kamikaze, which Gy6rgy wrote in 
the margin of a sketch of a severe, ill-looking man he would later 
learn was Jackson Pollock. The end of that war. As Gyérgy’s first 


Christmas (he was shocked, in America, that it seemed so secu- 


often 
gaard 
S flat- 


them, 


lar, a holiday for everyone as long as you wanted to spend a little 
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February, March; as 1944 ticked 
into , 

a ny couldn't have been clearer. One 
aay ers said. What they 


anuary, 
dof Ge 
° den, the pap fee 
Ss a ae would soon know as Gil, is that 
yo 


lians. Just people. We are terror- 


pone) ; 5) rhe en 
+0 194: 5 
ae shousand kill 
: n 
hon ee 
don't rel oe soldiers but en 
those : said, and eee @ Zyk 
resienstadt ee. A, and parks were suddenly 
The and the str 
ald, : to change 


George told me, after winter's long, grainy 
--olor, Geor 


hawthorns, magno ‘ 
lilies, irises, roses; an 


I judge us? Auschwitz, Buchen- 


on B. Crematoria. The 


rant lias, crab apples, dog- 
vib ith lilacs, y 
" ts perfumed by tulips, 


mg a rhubarb, spinach. In Auschwitz, the 


q ks 

h leeks, 
9 found 
n! obsce 
with more than 1.3 million complete suits 


said a woman he’d soon know as 


some seven thousand survivors, 


Russians 


§ ow. was an artist, 
ue a posed to reckon with what had happened? How does a 
be * oe painting? The president was dead. Berlin had been 
person 69 Bic : 


‘the 2nd of May, they saw Hitler's severed head. 


a 


e to stay and every few days a soft, lukewarm rain 


“Your mistake is looking at People like shapes,” she said. “You']] 
never get anywhere like that. N owhere worth going, 

She'd been watching Gyérpy a long time, she we 
a lot of people in here, she said, who want to be Noticed, who sit 
with their poetry or their drawings and get moon-eyed and im- 


Patient. They angle themselves so you can read or see whatever 


anyhow,” 


nt on. You get 


garbage it is they’re working on, and they eventually go away. “Two 
things about you,” she said. “You're patient. I've never seen any- 
one come here so long without saying a word. Which makes it ex- 
traordinary, how young you are. That's the other thing. You're... 
what—fifteen?” 


“Seventeen,” Gyérgy said. 
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T 
ck. These other jokers—the ones I 


avs such 4 sho bumming around thinking 


3 f college, 
te all out 

af ae lives when they've alr 

a be young or you get all the wrong 


she said, and waved her cig- 


eady lived their most 
be: in 

its ime to “a You've ie a5 
u , ented, 

1 oure ta ¢ eae e 

a wouldnt a s “but you definitely have discipline. You 

1 his sketchboo™ rt. You should come down to the 
I'm g i 

js what 


—he n | 
ir i or at least let you 
n’'t)—“he’ll set you straight, 


etting a : 
er comes here, but you've maybe heard 
ev 


1 , Yvette.” . ” 
“Leave him . Gil. Come meet Gil. He's going to be famous. 
A ; 


Obstacles: ‘ 
ta 
TB a that Gyorgy felt inspired rather than crushed. 


lent. Hofmann confirmed this, though so gently 


i x ae an eye, especially for color. There was a deep appre- 
ee of paint, its heterogeneity. Of shading and tinting and 
a } pieriers was no will, Hofmann said. There was nothing of 
tone. But there 


aflex or fight. Gyérgy did not fling himself back at the world and 


agi Cor e with me to 57th,” Yvette said as they left. “We'll 
lokat paintings and see what we think.” 

is you 1 regardless of what Yvette had said. It did make it 
im, but being noticed isn’t precisely what sets a 
what makes them happy. A noticed person is 
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an object. The painters and writers he Met especialy : 
: Then, 

i en 

; ill cracked and chin,” P°Y saig 
him there in the room, still cracked an chirped, and mM 
ably when he spoke about something thar excited i St tice, 
course was when Gyérgy was most vulnerable, 


h 
When all of ich of 
most vulnerable, talking about what we love. 


didn't listen to objects. Not objects whose yo 


Cy) Us a, 
When he fo] 5 
them to certain bars and cafés, it was anyone's coi, pater Oe 


he'd get sent home or not, this blushing, Woody insec, % the, 


ist,” whatever he'd turn out to be. He Was too young, t 
, , 


anyone to bet on, to know where, if anywhere, he'd 

energy, his life force, if he even had it. “You don’t talk Very much 
ch 

nt 


morning to night and sometimes all the Way to m 


Gil accused, as if the men and women he NOw spent hig dave 
ith, 


orning Again, 
hts? Your feel. 
tting them, he 


UTPrise ys. You 


weren't absolutely terrifying. “Where are your thoug 
ings?” He was still gathering them, Gyorgy. Still pu 
said, in order, “Timid,” Gil said. “Still, you might s 
might be truly insane. I've seen it before.” 

An attitude or inclination toward men he was to 


© ashamed 
to label. It was, if he was honest with himself, the ot 


her Teason 
he rarely spoke around them. Yes, their ideas and assertions, 
their philosophies, their artistic intensity, were like hot coils on 
a stovetop—useful, blistering—but so too their Presence in 
room, their mass and volume. Many of them were walking crises, 
And they were aware, perhaps more so than Gyorgy, of their pray- 
ity, their draw toward men and boys with such shame. They even 
talked about these men—fairies, queers, sissies, faggots—despite 
their friendships with such men. With Kirstein, for example, with 
Lynes, Ossorio and Dragon, Myers, with Yukio and Carlos and Ed- 
ward (it's quite possible there are no heterosexual dancers, George 


told me), and later with Cage, O’Hara, Noél, Paul, and even Gyorgy 
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around to admitting it. To loving it. There would be a 
ot 
n he g 


whe Jd me, when he and Paul would hold hands in the 


ime) one hee the Cedar, just to infuriate Pollock, just to see 
waldorf, an uld get him to do. They hadn't yet realized he was a 
what “a But in those early days, Gyorgy was behind 
species © Ic like an exotic, fragile bird everyone wanted to pluck 

ass and fe le. He felt it was wise to remain celibate forever, to 
pald and Bees of genius. “It’s possible,” speculated Clatidia, 
five a monastic brought up psychoanalysis, “to thrust all of one’s 
when Be nirgy through the pinhole of artistic expression, 
ae think is the word, one’s life into art.” Sublimate, 
To a in his notebook—more words now than sketches, 
Gyorgy “on Pathology. Castration. 
ee eois lifestyle—another word he’d written down and 
* a ia with Magda, to eat ete Resta to listen to the 
rd go for long, leisurely walks in ee places, to look 
ieee inche classifieds for more Beacon, as she cles it, 
to look ata Dughet or a Rousseau and think, How beautiful—this 
was antithetical, his new friends implied, to true feeling, to an 
authentic life. To be taken seriously might require a schism from 
his “provincial” background, the others called it, even if Gyorgy 
was from one of the greatest cities in Europe, a much older one 
than New York and far richer in history. Besides, he told me, it 
wasn't easy to find work once the war had ended—not as an im- 
migrant, however green your papers were. There were too many 
men in the city again, American men who everyone agreed were 


quite real, quite “all,” and deserving of every chance and Opportu- 


when they arrived, but which more and more seemed to belong 
entirely, horrifically to him—would last at least a few months if he 
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lived like Gil and Yvette, ]j 


Ke Yukio orM 
a & 
George,” Max Said. “They eee 


Ook 

were hungry and at th 

Z d 

ered all winter. They howled at the dann i “SPerate. T ce 
teachers?” ON. Are these ship 


The future, but NOt eve 


couldn't ger away from at 


: Burj 

- ‘ ‘ »a glimpse he on! It Was 

wasnt expecting ir, like turning a corner ON the «ee When he 
e rj 


ht 
ctly, all the ee Streep and 


€ Tiy 
&, George told m er. Ir 


e 
rself into jr and drown. he 
you'd turn, George said, and when you looked back ir’g ; then 
You'd have escaped once more. os 


ground. It would be there until human 
said—or vapor, as it were. Gil had bu 


the loft, a little bedroom and living are 


kind became dust, George 
ilt an “apartment” within 


a surrounded by walls with 
gauzy windows to let in the light, with a kitchenette and a water 


closet. Gyérgy wasn't sure where they bathed and didn’t want to 


one left to recognize the little curl j 
. ae 
[od id vhe} e 
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was no hot water, Yvette once explained as he 
«1g, There 
askin: 

tin 5 y 
Bi bread. “Tr’s a luxury we don’t really need. 


to wash his hands before helping serve tea and 
g 

waited 
come d8Y © ib 
Jo live pele 


Bie soe: and more luxurious than Gil and Yvette’s 
comething a. he hadn’t realized that “studio apartment” did 

ive a. where one painted or sculpted, or even necessar- 
pormean Fc was his own space, as he’d pcan to Magda, 
ei Peas te grateful for pee pocPitalty) I'm sorry ce 
hance to sit down together,” she said as he packed his 


tely, Gyorgy had taken a studio nearby. For the 
a Ges WATER—he'd thought he was getting 
wee 


ilyareme 
and he Wo 
didn't get © 


sn an , ” 
ie ee them safe, that one day they'll find you.” Though she 
Gor 


a en brushing ata tear in her eye, she could not help 
Some i they don’t appreciate it, or believe it.” She'd never 
herself: me 3 a of course, nor Gyérgy himself—but 
meant £O Be d that, perhaps, what had happened in Germany 
dl me ee for a people who, like Gyérgy, had lost their faith. 
perhaps Gyorgy should pray with her, attend Synagogue with her, 
before it happened elsewhere. Before it happened here. All the 
ante forgave Magda her faith and secreted away two months’ 
rencinell ittle envelope on his night table, which she’d certainly 


have refused under less deceptive circumstances, and called her 


d your parents and IJ. But I know in my heart that 


was just over a year since he’d arrived in New York, and he 
ng alone. There was no one who'd known Budapest in 

slife, no one who'd known someone his Parents had known. No 
n Gyérgy’s consonants, still ev- 
nimated about a Painting or an 


drank or grew too a 


hathe felt shame, he insisted; he simply didn’t want 


d PATp IC} 
Odi 
i Scuss ip Wit _ 
Z. Ne 
S, he thoy a if hare ip Th 
. 3 
C Is, he thoy Satr ading in hi Ss Nor 
Ss i 
Or mer Max and Walked to Gil m @Partm, pe 
and Nt, 
argot or Vette’ Th 
e i 
ery Was finish d Salas fo Tink ‘ °F to the 
: 72 Do, 
al Winter Yver fae theo 
entary on | ec hrist 
Tely 10us = Mas 
there Was a S . Adition » She Said oe Ore 
Party 1n New Yo k an anyth Of a 
Would sho Rie Tk, there Was a In Eve 
e 
were ae IN or N é] ver e ¢ ‘ance Some, 
nterested in What the panies h ; 
artists w erself 
ee ere d : id 
te said. : not 
re chat,” Yver! blue this way, 


U C 
ou can ttrea 


right. You know ” he violets. And you feel guilty 
e 


yellows, not even 
moke in his direc- 


ed. She blew a cloud of s 
Le 
youre like somebody's mother, Pau 

tion. ou 


- y y urs. 
e@ said. ; Take care you keep that heart of (e) 
Yvett 


“George i it dry you out 

ae to get wise before your time and lerit ae i 
ae. second worst, after being right all the damn time. 
Petes to Gyorgy. “You're welcome, Yvette.” 

i ” 

“| rethink the whole thing tomorrow. 

“Not the whole thing; you know the rest is brilliant.” 

“You could start with that next time, you know.” 

Paul took her cigarette and lit one of his own and handed it 


tack. “Ido know. Thank you, my love.” 


ath him would be- 
ies lke juggling ten Pins instead of three, he said, which left us 


come a weapon before the night was over, and people would scream 
with 4 paucity (Gy 
* Paucty (Gyorgy had never heard this Word) of descriptive 


and others would laugh while he swung it at his friends who were 
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a u's apartment, Gyérgy assumed—he grew com- 
7 Pauls 4 
ger decision tol romae oe 
P cable in bi ; live in whatever evil or pathological way the 
ro do and it was happily. He knew, mechanically, what men 
si 
2 as long 2 


formation pieced together from jokes at the Wal- 
ther—? 


let go, to give in, to do whatever this boy 


e drawings at Carlos’s apartment and police reports 
ia this or that man disgraced, pariahed—and knew 
a nd what he found revolting to imagine, and 


: _ one that only appeared with a blush and a wink, and 
oo ne a 3 ay door. It was a long, busy stable of stall doors, 

: d some closed and nearly all of them Occupied. 
and in his, Paul led him through the offerings until 
2, ona particular part of someone, he could not 
older and not well cared for but that wasn’t 
ul. Gyorgy watched his new friend sink to his 
is stranger and felt abandoned, ashamed, and 
horny he was trembling with it. The other men 
ghthis scent. They beckoned and he neared. They 


i ; ial 
c flutter of @ secret is a way of life. G 


yorgy felt like a 


ee 


120 


isto 
Mc be reminded. Before he left Columbia, he must have 
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: the nape of his neck or Ianed 
ad lingered on 
other h 


yorever his ™ ofhis ear. But when it came to the heated part, the 


rounded cip 
bling Pat” 


ers, 

rstrang' sear: , 

ed fo der if this wasn’t what all homosex- 
debas began to won 


ie paul drenched him with ice water, Stripped and 
Paul was a different person, sometimes two 
you always saw together—playacting their 
until it was time to sin, when they would descend 
ee ; 
jrele Bi rreets and rut like vermin. Perhaps it really wag a 
th es 
pene 
sickness difficult to please, nearly impossible to impress—and 
Paul ee, tried. As the winter began to weaken its grip, he 
dae this or that volume of poetry, studying it himself before- 
still es shift their dynamic, to present the one book that Paul 
hance per d. All were known or trash—most the latter, 
hadn'e yet discovers ; 
an Gyorgy introduced painters they hadn't yet seen together, or 
ein and his entourage of dancers, or any variety of poet or noy- 


aywright, Paul only smiled: Yes, they’d already met, but it 
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rde, George told me, and he was afraid it would 
SE eet) 
oe to resist. 


mula? 


100 Paul said later, almost theater but not the- 
prove ere were ang might and interesting. If yOu were in the 
exactly, that Be. you could see people hurt themselves, 
igepne arteries or simulate childbirth with fruits 
si sob without # ‘ost of these curiosities were downtown, often 
fs a ale or in between warehouses and tenements. 
oa subway P Be or upsettingly cold but often these actors, or 
It might hag haps artists, would still strip down to their un- 
ee, ther themselves in mud, trash, and gutter water, 
oe dogs. Without tracking their pares, George told 
howling, iId have been easy to assume some ax had entered the 
__ water and was turning people ake But this was 0 
Were ever lasts. In the beginning, 


vnched themselves in paint and walked 


nly shock, 
there were People who 
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AT 
ee ny his forearms 28 06 
ae Jume of Rimbau 
jaca ake, Paul aflame 
N rain, then heat. 5 ul aw: ul’s tooth 
stil] Testless. ‘d Mmer come hhadow Pai 
cates Td begun tofse anit ° Punis}, he they watched them 
Tido are © We 3 
bg to Pawn Meo ea Te ooking for bmories ae 
& ata p tography» 8 told Me, a, Es a Vt drowned m Sw che world: 
Q u in 
© halls and Nate sta AYS Of th the tif, sits Sy, rite shadow ul’s thighs 
With a studio ang the w im d thy, backs of Pa 
; Nd dark Too kne Ugh the f the head. 
to Gyorgy’ Partmenr ifG at f ere, in fac omen, § : d him on the back oO cen 
She even had a Phe Jase Te interested Th * Wite Clos, Ee | smacke little collection o 
Pare Leica 10, eases cam . ® Walkeg zs _ take, and a li rds, images 
turbed by Paul’s insiste ed our a : ng Paul’s records, 
b nce that they borrow ; med un folder hidden among intings before 
“trassment. s € Was Ow it, despite Cys. Pe older I ‘tique as if painting 
aon Used to him, Gyorgy ng ; Yor, Sen, or and critiqu Besicimey 
aul’s @cquaintances he Wondered wh ak 1 a8 - itewes a foreplay, Georg he ad. 
under whar circumsy, “¢ Where and ateieo eas id, things he ad- 
ances. Ip : th was making, he sai ‘ 
Scarcely tolq Paula thin g sce YPOCritical, of Urse, a Abe e was ae of beauty, even if they 
° ‘ S15 ie 2; 
maddened hee ac e is ve life (p. ul Never asked) be orld with am if, he added, they weren't 
€re the most j = , And even if, r 
€ver met had come from, how he’ ci Rey ae Person hy , i's EN : = ae journalism and there 
of him. The first photo mat Was °XDecteg : 


Hy 


yasno use fori 
was 


| Paul were not together, but 
. .ad , how I ne a. a .: 


deepened with the presence 


Theatre. A river that looked nothing like dropped silk. Crowded Power 
lines—toothy, beaded necklaces of birds strung over the street. 4 ¢ icked turpentine across a 


UE LOO ashamed to ask 
along with him. All of j 


for his brain to handle. 


8taphed the forest aroy 


flattened plane of gradi. 


ents, 


of him 


Ows flu 
thar Would Jo. 


That night it wa 


S exceptionally cold, 
his sleeping sack, “ 


and Paul joined him in 
aid as he helped Gyorgy 


S, down to his bare skin, 
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sel Wing olg THE FUTURE WAS C 
ack ¢ en lew at the Modern, 
we) re al iver £00 be able, ’s Hal series was on view a erksacd 
Meany, Gys “Pro one of Yverte urchase it, she told everyone, They did 
(0) meer : 3 2 
Wi at the Sy liveg on ate toy, copay lst P fe of Wittgenstein, Of Gide, 
Ututes fees of artise my nd : would i's Christ. The dea ica de Trieste, he met Noél 
S¥cholo ” Perfo, Ned OY cer, Dal ae “This 
in bap 8lsts, y lic rs Mets } aby pater with Ha tantly Noél’s proclivities, 
» Ja tors, Che ist So 0p, * not funch ; ognized ins a © painting 
Mself 5 TTeSses, 4 d » Men Why POs GAs Gyorgy Tee d at Hal—"that you know a p 
r : rhe é e ; 
York ri eae Tagen erha e Gis an . hey pier OF eNodl FB cig for something specific but I have no 
Cc. u } 0 t ’ OKIN, ” 
Alt Vveau an ce on and 5 Ours : alles oe ir. I'm lo u could help me? 
Imself. eth Painted cy. Noth eNe, js. Perhaps yo 
had en cong h "Sting? Orld > tall Be : 
€r beg a i O it y e . he movies.” , 
Unbeara Pain d Would int hep S sai Bee co write fort “You never mentioned this to 
Sadnes, Th Paj e's BONE the table. 
Itself in 3 ing cal} “ © Uniteg er "ting ot his drink on 
alled « 4 
Police a Ny, ¢ ig-— 
NOt, the cti Oh ; Bete 4 ied. “I'm... there ig 
Presiden, Stressed, by any me “Which : ye. Say mores tle to say,” Gydrgy replied. “I’m mT 
afternog, « int heen ans a war Yorp, Mas ohere is very little to ined. Every time I try, someone telly 
It movie houses 2d took Igy, Pent hi 3 iccould be explained. 
Meanr So hing, in M forte 8 Walks reward ‘ tn oe ai n old habit, 
Co fall, for Monster, C0 rise up f '© burn T the Sta Im wrong: But I mustn't discourage you—a 
: : Out of ¢ i ts Seger are: . the movies?” 
Pleces With their Tadioactiye cl €P and teg ities ap Me t photography, after all. But... a 
Me, it . eae BasclyaGere ereright about p ing important here,” Gydrgy said. “And 
: R : Meanr “omething for People to love IL to be th II ; aa {now here's something rea f that, I just haven't found 
2¢ Political q re Ted by ip : /Ican convince you of that. 
. P . Nsions, as Well as SPiritua]. here had ie aiher yI . say about the door. J haven't found 
*°Y to take this ser 1Ously and °O Convince others to do the : f oS eld 
5 : : Same ag 
bur every time he brought IC UD with Wette or With May and Ju 
they dismisseq him, « 
Waste your life 


LL 


’m sti ing inside,” 
} Just the windows. I’m still peering insj 
= , the way in. Just 
~ thedoor th 


ver the win- 
Which is what Hal has told 


COLOR 
ATRICK VATE FUTURE WAS pees 
Me, and y1L- ne THE d. One evening, 
o Ich jg vy I askeg ibs wave of the hand. de, he told Noél, for 
€sted, Mp Kee to p us Ss with e tirwould take a deca e. “Ah, yes,” Noél 
5 . a : , 
Syorgy assy hat it ch eal 10 brilliant n dare step onstag lineiMorricont 
€Visited Nog)’ aan abo .) aod = ee ime one sees Made her 
Mood we house Nn Eas d ms 8a, Tl hee he ae the first tim d glass window.” They cy : 
i es Sich ofcourse Gap the nee ved bin cin spat 2 froma ain : ied in his eee 
Sc <a 3 i 3 wy Ml -* Carri idst. 
h ane gee himsel 'N touch Pell ny, Dt ait pingattP i itand ee in their vile earthly mi . 
thar Pleasure Ww: coma Ke With hi, bot "Oki eee ler ee discanned the weelclies 
? Wy . a $ > H , an . 
Bur Nog] anted py INS Of the Fa “Might a. Well e, joy - ‘ rae a ae did movies as ane one cinema in particular, 
ed begun tO asse ble— sei Ss and Showeg hacen ae ad that § + the movie houses. “ine, ed 
F a 6% e a ieto: Baia 
Te Sing to have a show, } tone a Us &crep» he a s favorite. The propri d who, unlike Noél, did not 
“cognizable , pat Ct ky : by for ro bea ithout trying, an they watched 
cs **80ing to sho Co Ong to she oni AN lala n. In the slow hours, Rees 
: i 6 : tion. en 
He kney Some artist, Gyorgy told aN You Othe oul GYOBY ress his affec Piheeeeshiticward: esas 
ork together His Salary Shook hj and they beg t irate 10 EXP! even thoug uld quote them like poems 
SOME to Ney, York mer the frst Me Since h fear: a s of times. He co Fi ttering as Madeline’s 
, : ONS) pould rd Clothes b Oks “hed ae and a, them, gesturing at hy “T don’t know 
Wasn't terribly Passionate ab, his ork, but he co ; ae He al his hands quote ith an eerily identical grace. ey; 
restaurants and drink what the Waitstaff p. Ud ding in Even had done, and wi id, “but I hope she never retu 
€nded. He ds ” Howard said, t matter— 
afford a Much larger aPartmenp eNormou, ‘ Could han she came from, Howard—or anyone, for tha z 
of ere él or Ho 3 ks, the 
he modeled af, ter Gil and Yvette’ loft Where he eee a bi never told Noé d toilets, the unlit spots in the a » ue 
. e 1 
idea that he Might take formal or Composed Photograph about the alleyways hae seaports. In fact there was a ae q 
‘ y ew, H or ; m- 
Shocked Co fall in love with things like Chairs and stereo syste paths under bridges George told me—which, of course, he ‘ 3 
: . ‘ure, re) 
and little Crystal] decanters, and Watched Noél for iS appro, I and growing fae cognize, not being the young age I was an 
when he invited him Over—and Corrected according} Noél rea plied, 1 could no 
the SPines of the books he'd collecte 


generation and seeing, so young, what I ad a ae was 
my ree ire, he repeated, in this anonymity. Several ae 
Ee a ata party or ballet or art Opening, 
"aan his champagne or his Martini. Nobody could 
ee to himself, about what he’d just done, about 
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pacitations men on opiates tend to expe- 
inca) 

f che 19 
a assignations 


oy th 
“ when 
ie ashe'd eat 2, he suggeste 


with strangers, was as quick and as 
ey’d met. So it wasn’t heroin. Once, 
d they take pictures like they 


‘if was ho ul had grown a little dark triad of fuzz at the 
GPO est see ee his ass, which Gyérgy could not help bur 

ofhisspine ee with a laugh—an actual “haha,” George told 
a dismiss? to his back. His cock was beginning to harden 
ood ee - dissuaded or hesitant, and they had, George told 
sober Irwas only later, as these scenarios repeated and 


5 Bae, belonged to him, and he was relentless in his 


went further, that it began to feel wrong. Soon 


a 


. e. ae ; vy T while Gyorgy said he loved him and was so 

x eyes aly together and how sexy it was to finally be 
happy him, to have this beautiful body, and to fill him up over and 

all he needed, wasn’t it? while Paul said nothing as 

Alt e knobby vertebra at the base of his neck, 

rad no idea, George told me—and wouldn't meet 

tof the day. 

im. “He's like a vampire,” 

vil about him, perhaps so 


he told Gyérgy. 
mething dead,” 
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there “*Periencing ie being Pera o, lay, While D érgy, in all his sweaty efforts, had never as: 
even Shock—f,, haa Osed Such < oe vy seer strangers mouth and went home, loc ke 
uh is 
him Nothing Seemed 5, An Roth; “* or Po Gat ot d went to bed. 
tion, which p Matter 8 Seem He yee a pill, an 
. , e Only bro h up to ip Sta] ‘ . spe dom" 
4S surprj d Clte an ; S¢j er ———— 
a : at Sed to Iss, Mer n] indiffere, > an | dg ~ 
; “tid as th Y Walked ba k i OU s he He hadn't meant to never see 
Gyorgy thoy h CK to hj em , nal, George told me. 
an 6h and h Deaths | ent. 2 ey . intentional, what happened, the way it worked out, In 
Ng time, TOommates” © Were a} ine them living tent je vose” ; ir was simply id keep their distance for a few days, maybe 
pebecciated the intelligence and charm, ‘ S togerh ° Who pa gation they =, id call and invite him for coffee or a drink or 
Tam sad,” Pau} said. RE anor, am ee, over their relationship, if the word pope 
“Why? Thi wae és 
— ne ay NBS are so Wonderfuy| Everythin sng walk ae we weren't meant to be lovers, Gyorgy would 
know. Sso beautify ‘ 1 a oathsome- thar they remain friends, that they go back to how 
Then why be Re) Melancholic)” admit pee en. Butwhen he called, the number had been dis- 
x Hedidn answer. Instead he Pointed to ne of the: ent was suddenly vacant. It hadn't even been a 
k Clr staj } is apartm “ 
ey wal ed down together Gyorgy tried to init, a Alrwel]| , : md me, and Paul had erased himself from mene He 
; rything, 


was ctushed. Ir felt, he said, as if he'd lost eve 
le 


ofall, he was relieved. 


showed this other man joy. Pau] smiled and Whispered in th; j an before he received Paul’s letter. | imagine you're 
ear. The man looked at Gyorgy, who WAS now at th, ra this mans 4 Bien Be: e, itsaid, & I wouldn’t—or don't, or can’t—blame 
other man Whose face hedidn’t bother to Tegister, aman ake me ag uld be angry w/ me, too, & in fact often am— 
than he whose cocksucking wasn't anything to swoon or ie See myself. I don’t like myself—is that so strange? ] 
: re en this isn’t a problem—] live w/ it like a disease 


etimes it worsens—to tell the truth it becomes 


chanics of beginning, like oiling a motor or fixing a watch, and soo a ble—I fin 
Paul was tocking against him, his £es on Gyérpy’s, his cock hard and er—at ; z what I etn rise 
i 3 , want for myself, | Promise. I promise 
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his old photographs, and occasion, 

ing hrough of the ones he liked. The ones hec 

of _ larger pe needs to be said—he tried se 

tC ae even Noél. “Just because you h 
, 0 


ally developing 
Ould sell—one, 


lling bur No one 


ave an eye doesn’t 

iron yourself.” Sometimes, he co 
tum 

can 


mean YO didn’t think he'd ever have the pecat h 
10 Paul, a felt like he needed just to survive. 

or ion his favorite memory, 
che ealen d by extension 
an 


ion 


nfessed in a letter 
e’'d always craved, 
His favorite Photo- 


was that Week he and 
A Catskills, an openness and a sile 
ee tin the 

had spen' 


suddenly intolerable. Paul on the tuft 
New York i . the Leica a strange little grin, The idea that such a 
flat, gIVINE he might die of sadness, lef Gyorgy restless and 
son was ill, that I'm scratching at the walls, he wrote to Paul. 
pelpless ich d E barely knew there were walls ar all. 
WM. clacing between two lives, neither felt real, and 
- Repeti an he'd been swatted from one to the other and back 
each da a. arrive, meaning he would never live. In the cine- 
ae iY n his walks afterward, or sitting in the Sauna at Noé|’s 
and on i rae a 
Searels 
ined wha this Hollywood was like, y , , 


yall said. He thought of all the Seismic shifts in art history, 
they allisaid: 
as) 


i i tyles or mediums that weren't artuntil much later, thar Were 
es : 

1 aoe merely technology, I can see it, he thought, bur 

Ch, 7 

‘entertainm: 


bs it, and he carried this black hole around inside 
ae Tything else too far to 


t powerful radio signal. 


Nice that made 
of grass they'd 


a erie tele alone in the universe, eve 
im u a, 
r. 
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elstionsbiP- int, his aristocratic dignity. In the definitions of 

is restraint, 

- fon his e told me, Noél was a saint for choosing Not to abuse 
Georg’ 


wp world, as a younger, prettier man’s source of money. You could 


d Ghis core, George told me, how badly he wanted 

pe evbrating our O Re 

: YOrgyy «atten, feel itv! that he wasn't asking, he wasn’t Suggesting, he wasn’t 

PS it dog, but y TOte know 


OD, 10 'r going to make you uncomfortable. When he was 
at ul you t going 
and MEticuloy, does th he wasnt 8 


Pie 3 a ie cre at a Sav fren), this tension poaced - a ring ie oe eae al- 
from him, and it’s always Somethin va Smeone takes a sua until Noél was eo Bae” Hay : ae pees 
Scuch; CYorgy spent much more . «VE Never se D, he aan me ever came to infringing upon Gyérgy’s imagined sanctity was 
he'd always done Ifit weren't ¢ ome with vette than With a " oe tee discussed the ae eee Sate ene me 

e€m Never been a ne Wette, h ‘d h ve Neve; q ‘ yet ? thinking of ping nee is re oe coupe cs ont 
, Part of any of it They reer el Me Any of “Are you ia inted out that Noél Rivers [I] did not have awife. “No, 

More, the magazines and Periodicals, cree se © Pay hey "BY ie admitted, “butI have money,” 
to rake in a little money from teaching Bee ea he Was able dont gel érgy wrote to Paul. It’s so much Worse than | imag- 
wasn’t Gil, George told me, and in fact ifit eren’t f. Ishop She Bi ee your first letter. I don’t say this to shame or to 

Would have Seen thar They would have seen Yvette th : “veryong es nly to be honest. I miss you terribly. I miss our lives ter- 

terward, long afterward. SUPPose, George tolg Me mt : 


ae who Iwas when you were here. Every day I wish the best 


Ver prompe a i ae Every day, he puseed as Physically, the Proximity 
reflections, or rarely. It exists with you, nor apart. Nor Perceived f ee mech: This he did ner Sey: He did not ad- 
Lonely, above all, which he could nor extinguish or Assuage. Hy to Paul the extent of his cravings and his hopeless attempts to 

read alone and WeNnE to movies alone and watched Wette paint y, th tch such an itch, in the ay cmaWE are speaking Proverbially — 
out someone there to feel him thinking, Someone whose thoy hts he rs and cesspits of New York, where, as though possessed 
could fee] unfolding in silence With Noél his Conversations were eru- ereplicated his beloved fr tend’s role as centerpiece 
dite and intelligent but soulless There was no intimacy, something he i jet homme. He grew bold and propositioned men instead of 

hadn’ realized would hurt so much to li 


Ive without. No touch on the Ee to drift his way. If he saw 
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PATRICK NATH, 
Of 
Course, 7 aS tw, nty-three, Corge 5, | 
Nobody 8ets the chance, he saig Ob * and 
be ‘wenty-three then and living under, “three des Tho 
demands. ° he would Never take ; . f Was hay, hes by 
: wi ‘lim; 
family, Not when al] Of this Was in the rae © Woulg Pee, 
there Waiting to be hea] d, to Tejoin him an ot hen Pay) ou 
if they Were ©OMpanions OF a sort Gyér, he a Manion “ 
read abour. He Wanted, €orge told €, to be as Pear ae 
Nique Sher, et 
e fel 
—_ 
he most IMportanrt thing to 8V0id for me 4 
Miliation of being home. J don’t only mean toh ve beh 
but to be in this SO-called city—th b. 
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d sanatoria in the mountains —w/ little Villages & 
nds 


ky paths and so 
yal he'll never realize it & just walk through life a horny 
or perh “9 thar be so terrible? 

om a would friend. But then I was lone| 
I'm Jon i... rebuke or indictment—jusr 
dont mean What I hope is to be nudged in the 


i lace. M: arent, 
se it were, back into pla y Pe 
4 — evi id 
shocked, ent, of course—evyen j h 
2; tie ie treatm: 
‘ e of th 


pore eens: diculous once it’s over, become a 
it ig ol 
somethin 


7 ; & 
one ol! . & baskets of fruit, w/alpine Broves & roc 


y in New York. J 
as an admission, 
right direction — 
S are deeply sup- 
fy want me to do 


veterinarian Oran 


i ing. I just Uto feel saf, 
a -orsomething equally embarrassing eras aes a 


, have never had to 


ems like no sur- 
f the world. And 
world that felt as 


if 


all, G2? 


y lau; 
a epesican 
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d, George said, to have the right life, 

sitioned, he was arrested. It was the loneliest time 
anuary of 195 ee: letters had stopped and Yvette was 
rge told ae, of retreat. The man in the subway toilet had 
i ieee beautiful and a cock that took your breath 
; Horrifica om choking you, George confessed with 
even when 7 and blond, and handsome in all those 
gh. ei M5 teen bait. He'd waited until he shot 


ai in Gyorgy’s mouth before he showed him his badge and 


asraig” 


handcuffs. According to the cop, this young pervert 
uced the s for sex—which of course he, an officer of the 
had ee, He was booked, charged, and released for his 
a had aM so months. His name in the Paper, there with all 
es - iminals. 
or a8 i: deportation, Gil said as he took him out for 
i 'm sorry, good Georges. Perhaps, who knows, had you 


ore careful—but it’s too late now.” But how can one avoid a 
iy , more care. 


‘walking rap? George asked me. I refrained from Pointing out the 
"sbvious, the monastic intent in Gil’s suggestion. 
0 bee 


tte, once she returned, was not only more sympathetic but 
a telligent—and more Prescient. “What are you going to do? 
Let them ruin your life? Absolutely not, Georgie—not a gem like 
; panics, Yvette said, die out or blow over. These people, she 
ny angry OF sanctimonious forever. “Someday soon 


they'll forget all about the communists and the homosexuals and 


, his little thoughts, 
and they would have lunch 


in some other poor bastard’s neck. So until then 
somewhere they don’t know you, where they won't 
ou. Where they won't even be looking. Just go, Georgie. 
someone else for a while.” 


nt want, he wrote to Paul, to get into the details, but he 


just thar I'm In it, 
fore J disappear. if 


eorge reminded me, and who gets to de- 


ecause he no longer had friends and 


$e twa medicinal, in those days—and, 
1ent a person therapeutically, it took 


Id It wasn't until the clinic had 
f irelproetam had entered the columns of 
hen ¢ Sree d to read between the inky, 
vspaper reported, in “this day 
‘K unmodified” —that is, George 
re operated on while awake, They 
raly s. Which is to say Paul ex- 
late him. And when it was 
Dim Now, 


tohelp him 


on PATRICK NATHAN 


this to feel like love, the doctor Said, do you? y, 

. i 
whispereq in his ear, ae 
nt, George Could NOt tel] = "a 
ed and destroyeg He'g b cee he 
Treatment ar atime : 


to feel like pleasure, he’d have 
screamed, whether he was sile 
knew Paul had been dismant] 
against himself one so-called r 
self to recognize. That this doctor Was now “ 
cannot change what we know 
we know, he said, is thata pers 
ing itself, and in such circum 
define it, George said, the ki 
smile that'd changed one lon 


to death—ar the insistence, 


ey 


Cu 
é n 
Unt] there, ed 


Nder inVec,: 
. e: 

abour life, George ates “Batignn 

CA 


On's sou] cannot 82 Witho, 
ut 
Tt. Ho 


Stran 4 
ely orphan's entire life Ber With 


Was t 
atthe relief, of his Own 


stances it Must depa 


nd and Unforgettable 


———— 
—— 


It was fear that brought Pau! back, th 


SS eageltted Gil ang Yverr 
and the weather and the sour rain of . 


New York, its brief 


nd life, to tel] the tr 
that he was living his third—as they left Maliby and b 


long climb from the beaches and the moun 
across the desert, to Las Vegas. He, too, could be tortured, even 
if the idea behind it, the Philosophy and Methodology, 
different. Ostensibly, George had fallen for it again—; 
can man who traded blowjobs for entrapment, maybe b| 
wasn't yet clear what Jack was looking for but it was cle 
find it, and that George had compromised himself an 
vulnerable. He had no idea how long Madeline inten 
them all hostage in Las Vegas, 


Blotious 
uth, Now 


Ban the 
tains to the Speedway 


flowerings and falls—his entire seco 


Were quite 
he Ameri. 
ackmail, ff 
ar that he'd 
d was again 
ded to hold 
how long a “party” from someone 


so metastatically lonely could last. And after California, where else 
was there to go? 
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5 


s and Walt slept. Houghton thumbed 
e caly ag agazine. Madeline babbled with George 
lS ae Eo, extraordinarily interested in every- 
ck, wie oH You could almost see him taking notes, 
and J} ch of ee. tee dead and idle chatter back and forth 
e, raki 


6. 
for UES ‘ 
arleast™ ie the first time George had been used. But it was worse, 

fewasnt he’d felt four and a half years before; he felt less 
than Ww! at 


he a forit. Atleast the Dexedrine, George said, along with his 
area fOr’ 
ree 
leep, 
jack of § 


ne 
derous cloud of e and Jack’s patience. But even more than before 
', indifferenc 
n's indi 


sed the trembling and the sweating, the thun- 
os rvous energy that sat wedged between Hough- 


at of prison or deportation, of returning to Buda- 
he felt the thre here some Soviet tormentor would read through 
pa be, ull out his fingernails, gently peruse the margi- 
his pale i Fi and with every treasonous thought tighten just 
ol ee x his stomach turning as he imagined it—the vise 
a lele RE coed parts of himself that might never again 
ine € He saw Jack following or driving Ellman to some 
S ae ie a location Ellman finds exciting in its clandes- 
eee its reek of the old days, the hopeful days. Whatever 
drug itis and however Jack has administered it, itis beginning to 
work; Ellman is beginning to realize his mistake. He sees the look 
in Jack’s eye. George had no idea what had passed between them, 
what Ellman might have known or what truths he’d discovered, 
nor why it was Jack who'd been Sent, as George imagined, to erad- 
icate him; but George saw all the same 
as Ellman drifts into pliancy, 
those hands as they slide on 


Jack’s calm, his patience, 
into helplessness. The tenderness of 


a pair of gloves, as they wrap gently 
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ve. Ithadn’t been in my cards, he said, in the lines on 

feb ae the alignment of the planets, to get sent away from 

a ee was given a different life, he said, and the worst Part 
Yor 

New 


fme wasted It. 
fe) 


s macabre. Victoria Munson joined them at the restau- 

ner Wa: ‘ 

Oe ndescript, unremarkable place that seemed suspiciously 
no 

nt, 2 


th them all, until the food arrived. George was shocked. 
hee kept secret,” Victoria said, and giggled along with 
7 ur i 
aes at their ingenuity. 
vo victoria had brought with her a young woman, Elizabeth, She 


jdven erit a last name, but merited, always, Victoria's “Isn't that 
idn ; , . 

whi” oF “Don't you think so?” —to which she nodded or smiled 
right? 


greed ‘Unhitched from Victoria's side, 
or agreed. 


she was rancid with 
complaints. Her shoes hurt, the silverware was dull, her drink was 


hearyion vermouth, someday she'd be taken Seriously as a direc- 


Hf 


tress, she was still nauseated from the long drive through the des- 


ert, and why were there always so many men at these gatherings? 
Ge orge smiled and she looked at him as if he were a roach or centi- 
pede, something that'd scuttled into her space. 

ear—isn'tit awful?” Madeline offered Victoria's com- 
wn a cee “But I do find 
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5 ATRICK NATHA THE FU chines table, 
Me ; i le were sitting aroun 
: Wouldn't ° sure” Jack Said a sse same PeOP ad ir des- 
Would” deling Said ee ne of the de ‘ id once they'd had their des 
; was 0 ” Madeline said ined 
ICtorja returned to the tab], ol everyone, t stood, and so they, too, rema : 
“rp , i G : i ty 
NOt sure nee You're al] discussin P ab hi, he “i She hadn't as ” She gestured to the waiter, 2 : 
it shoulg Stop. It's ry ates ae © said, « wep eu e we got star aiting as she dug through it. 
ny Tsatj thing c's cim tood there w: laughed as she 
ee followe dee Hoa ¥ thao 5 ion os = ie urse and s' he muttered, and then = ni 
t le 7 Ciera aes in over 
to her, George COUld s¢ ihe hs Raat ‘ at ha d Cog boo A a Tose them, t. The waiter draped a Napkin ae 
a kiss, and th h 3 €aseq Clos, jew I i she'd los e t started.” She counte 
she Caughr herself 4 d ler : ees, J yharever it's time we go ed the 
Madeline—g g Tel} The We _ “Yes, its for herself and dropp 
© you find tharth drinks 4 tron * dear ds. eserved one igi George 
Used to be> 15 , Ber her, than th ines and r ised basket. It was Teligious, 
Veryone Seems in Such a hur hese d ey exedri improvised bas llowed them 
it’s “7COnscionable 4 v get tight Bososhe:imp k them in silence and swa = he sign 
vay they too ive, laughed and made the s 
phates T think you're absolutely Tight, Miss M ; ae the last one to receive, already too late, began to 
son,” he sa nae hom it was 
S beth, for Ms 
“You've never been here” e cross. B e. rself from the table. 
Bite 
“That's true.” and excus : 
“Can he €ven handle a drink? Why are there hildre here> 
Someone ive him water. I don’t Want a scene” 


h bee rearranged. The penthouse once a stuffy 
a ’ 

n 
res 


i i hors 
dy with waitstaff and Music, drinks, 
1s now gaudy 
was now 


i i dozen lit- 
: Wer. reimagined for a 
chb Bie aise bad been a and the terrace 
f DO - " ir Ss } 
ing. “I know it Was short no ae : all close enough to eave Pp. 
i uy e conver Sy 
tice, bur you know how these things are. You have to Seize the right tle con 
, 
Moment. And what a Moment!” Sh 


he night despite the crackling chill that’d blown 
: a the muslin over the doorways fluttered 
; ae studied Madeline’s instructions. 
00, 


UP this rog Tton; 
Mm. You have to kil] ghe, You’ |] ee 
Vven’t fou h Me fo, ; Why 
tr It I} 
there’s anyone I’g © the de th in 
love to . h Ss oink 
Orge Ste P the ch ha 
Sive, too d 72 d Our Ont ae I] Nge th del; 
Spare t leap ove, h the Ould ie, ® 
the ed ith 
8€ and b 
e 


these People anymor, he saig 
” Saj 
ou 
ia Just don’t like them wh 
one "DWorthy of her.” i Sy ws 
“How do “= 2 
ae yu know What I like and do 
pase SWish of the Curtain. « big 
Tes?” Jack Said. And how are on 
George ST * : : 
gers ie eae back @8ainst the railj . a = 
nd his Cigarette Case. If : ioe z 
“arried it with hj Biaced simp] ie na 
oe hin oe ee embered jt as ic, conclusions an ka? Action Force. They 
: | ° IC, i | 
tn ou aes a a n he Wouldn't ha, ent analysis log wasted. But the swastika knew what would 
n | : 
wa eee sn e 2 a K 35 lon -e,and often um ted and they took it, they 2 Ifyou ask me, 4 
eee ae < ou Were jug cg whac they Wa" oucan understand that? Iry i fraid 
ee a pee = s chem great. Surely Y - onal, even uplifting. They're just atra 
ee : oo aes a x dirinspirational, € intolerance. One 
ae ta prince ofpeople fin today’s liberal intolerance. 
, ee a 2 : —cowed as they rae 
have a real discussion. ; 
used tobe able to ply unimaginable, to use a black olive 


unimaginable, sim 
Mee a green olive. Really there should be two words, one 
in place ; ‘ 
ae an olive and one of them something else, something not 
! . . . 
a Victoria, you must listen to this—this poor girl asked if it 


“Why ; 
Y 1S everyone out here?” Madeline demanded Geta 

* Set bac 
wouldn't be possible to use a black olive in a martini. A black olive. 


Have you ever heard such a thing? 
Hungary! Hungary’s already passé, my friend. This week, it’s 


allSuez. Nobody remembers Hungary anymore. 
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Y then, Aunt Jane WAS no |o 
Ow whar J : = 
800d d mean. We ere ha eh her hig 
a : ? 
is YS, and she turned to an oo rs i = ¥ 
LS. ‘ : 
Said that’s ye Nice Jane, b ; at = “ 
walt to meer : sone ‘e 
God and Jesu, Udliketo 9, ti Andgageh 
Smiling and I didn’ Ww h ee ae Xe re : 
Whe ; | 
en er f ee. 
en she Kept living a d livin 3 ea : : 
To be int : 
ere. 
nq 
mythical]. fe eS 
Hee You have all these People Tunnj one = : ms 
Testing. t this j ee 
as 'g- Oh, Isn't this teresting? oe ml hing 
© it has you, interest—ang Whar’ * thar? I] "e 
Oh, those old 5 Ssos ecial ap, A) 


If only there were a way to tell you, 


to even articulate what 
chronic Pain is like. Nobody believes m 


e! And then you start 
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of these desperate, psychotic lengths. I was 
es, 


4 g of this is an example, mind you—and he said, 
es Be ching in particular you would like me to Pay 
rit A rhere 4 
is 


dane? day?” And I said—and I said sul pete I could stop 
rion £0 © ight out of my mouth—I said, “Please just grab 

oat icjust flew fe ir over my back.” I was mortified but this is 

air and brea derstand? You get so desperate for a cure that 

ni 

pow iti do you Pe into a meat grinder, or having an especially 
._aojne craw: by the ankles over a balcony and shake you out 

je Jad hold Ss do you have your golf clubs with you? Would 

curd ay, 

ean old ec a therapeutically? [Delayed laughter] You see? 

to bea’ 


No one can help me. 


Jike 
n. 
F ae ee: Walt could trust Ronald Reagan. 
Don't Be i, Who needs them. Masterpieces are for people in 
ces? : 
eee Give me an oeuvre or nothing. 
heir ec absolutely horrible. He said such embarrass- 
Bee At one party he said, “And now for My next trick, la- 
ing ie tlemen, I will make this drink disappear,” and then 
dies bers ris drink. Nobody laughed but him. He spent an hour 
fie san while everyone waited. I think he was crying but 
“a fh Id me the truth. Absolutely horrible. You know me, I’d 
‘4 say anything as evil as to express gratitude over one’s pass- 
oe in this case. . . well, no, I’d never Say it, never. How terri- 
seit farbe to be dead! But he does seem happier. 
nan 


All sweetness, this innocence and indulgence. The Pies 


and the syrups, it’s all so disgusting. If you think 

Abarat: y think aboutit, the relationship between slavery and 
it the very heart, of American hypocrisy. 

ive always wanted to meet an artist. I was begin- 

me they weren't real, 


at 
Rios 


164 
p 
ATRic K Nat Har 
Maldonado doesn’t th 
a €an ‘ : 
You Never forger the Stench of; ad Sift” 
It, if 
All those Peop] “you Want to 
Nobody believe, 1 When | tell th A 
her livin = 
- JU. i ae 
ks 8- Just taking Pictures of P harsh, 
a Way, the “oncentration camp ; nth Stree, ake, 
- Ss 
Something to fill ir, yes? 5 a a form Ora fram, 
é Tse Its 
con mat i ; 
stant influx of Material, op Eon hetic ita Meee 
. . 4 n 
Of its artistic Medium. If you mts ” T meer the Nds 
} * YOu couly and 
a ae 
Potheosis—_j, that too Offensive? _ tha gre hed 
concen i eae : 
: tration camp, the Ulysses op Proust oe tz, Petfee 
; an 
ur of course, unfortunately for the Jews, 4 fn sifal amp, 
» an : 
les q i vPPo 
nd Congenital idiots and whoever else, the 4 piece fair. 
Cquir 
kind of content. Ir wasn tlike with Poems, per J 18 ec 
Se, w e 3 
write down Words—no gi, Ttwas so Much more th vot 
oet 
—— 
Despite everythi 
P. ryth ng, George told me, it wasn’t a terrible Party, | 
fact, with a few drinks and a second Dexedrine heb 
» Ne began to hay, 
a pleasant ume, a time he Imagined he'd remember fondly in som 
years. He maintained his distance from Jack, who was either drunk 
or giving a good Performance of itas he laughed Stupidly with pe 
ple he'd only just met, maybe getting them to Say something hey 
help them regret 


By now, the suite was incom 
Tge wondered, in brief 
the hotel top-heavy. There 


and bumping into strange 


prehensibly Packed—so full thar 
waves of paranoia, if they hadn't made 
was so much traffic and cigarette smoke 
rs thar they'd begun, as the hours accu- 


mulated, to develop traffic patterns. As ifitwerea rule, they stepped 
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ue the right, and steppe 


to : is 
rough the door ple began to skirt clock 


jacent. Peo end 
ie aC ris Madeline had arrange 
sion Cir 


from the a , pty gl sses 
he w: irstaff, their em ass 
Ss had a stubborn one to 


discus 
an help 
ed, 2 the move- 


e told me, 
Be cough 


und 


vie 3 
io es OntY ° 


lway: ue 
ane left that person's identity 
an 


I didn’t need much help. Nobody 
; . 
ly ill. It wasn’t the sort of ao 
i obility, 
te ee bout her. But it did i, ae ng 
ie 4 . . e w 
rpeople re a she said, in eae allt has, 
guntece uo to speak to a charming Jenne et 
A oe . hearing this, disapp ; 
é he "ae Mere rove swam against 
's right Be ined Elizabeth in her oe San 
r 
and Victor! Z bodies and knocked ove eae 
ca leash a psalm book o 
—only to un 
tres—On 


ber 

hing he’d have to remem! 

cigare dand walked away. It was something 

Jaughe ee x 

fora film, if ee : like 
Gene details. Most of Madeline’s parties were : 

ness, of striking her greatest achievement, her great curio, 

sis, bur this was by far her g 


fot all up 
it + aatio! ; 
fock jmaginall ria was serious 


rw writing them. 
ever went back to : 
was like that—a great mine of strange 
; a 
the party 


it, of mysteries—actors and directors, ee 
is artist who had at last, she said, prenn to i 
Beers pher and the tobacco executive she’d 
species of painters (none of whom George had 
any who kept trying to sing but whom peo- 
ay, please, he was frightfully loud. An unusual 
accountants Madeline could not explain—“I swear 
‘knew nothing”—and their confused, trembling 


who'd never seen such a crowd. One child, 


played with matches while people watched. 
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; mension, living again this old 


4 jptoa parallel di 
George told me, he’d been 


fe. Perhaps, 


same li 
5 other dimension was where he 


n, that thi 


ew York, he * 
4 perhaps id 
‘jysaid no and P 


been beyond him, perhaps the uni- 
ut him here instead. Nobody here, 
ble letter, will ever amount to any- 


this unsenda 
bered—and I do include myself, 


will be remem 
a history will for; 
ber her—Madelin 
talked about her, all those years ago. They'll never 
s, who she'd been. But to be in a room with you, 
d Hal—how could I have been so stupid? He’d 


y, George, and on something as lousy as 


get. Perhaps only Madeline, 


e Morrison—or at least you 


a A I dick. There would always be more dicks. There 
be another Yvette. 
you,” someone said. 


= scepter and orb. Again, the faraw 

& rs . . ; 2 

a ee city below. It a 

but wor d Madeline mind? A suicide at 
a 


169 
re in front of you like the 
owhere left to go. 

orning. No one seemed 


ri 
kc as they laughed; Madeline kept 
in 


yhere had she obtained so much of it? 


d f doctor had she swindled or sweet 
to) ee 
great cardiac emergency ofa par ty, 


Jn ) 
ey were having the time of their 


elves together, alone on an ottoman 


delirious to follow a conversation, Made- 
oi him, “George,” and brought his 


—or yesterday morning, if you went 


e night, as he would again this 

Vrs e 

d his work as separate if not par- 
wide 


elf to manage. Hundreds of miles 
work scattered across “his” 


ot) 
igus 


kspace, while servants he didn’t 


't made, wine he hadn't bought or 
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sak PATRICK N uTURE camouflage F 
Ive saiq Ita ll ATHay lie hidden OF selves, their 
Fs uls hem 
“ant wait ty s eazes, bur y e BG, ne ie 
tretcheq Fes What y, U th You Ss me ‘ j ks Jonment, % ns. So much mc ark of vast 
° Our]; ch f for abaee Ct cessions- little 
it re. UC ing, h cs Itt]e SUpri, Or Con, ] ce if we get lost, a e drift, George 
“This Is “Ve yo m Sy cae d sometimes we falsofneu- 
arlo » Akee <tChs y he Jife. An d lives, room 
harlotte smileq. « Per of bee, ey fshipwrecke Be 
Overed tw, “Piarise Cus a of their hauntings: alive—or 
een ¢ » Whi A elves © hile he was d 
Of the agreemen, Ich he took nd are» eh { of Jacques te C gotten involve 
“ R 'Sseq See Led jus 
George, , he Said ently aly be known : rf u films” gp oue es 
y | oO |! = “, e ip. 
And What do You do, G ythat made at 1d me. There were un 
A irculato, of b] €orge?” 1e idea, he to h the mail, but 
ght ha 00 Sort of ¢ -ouldn'’t sell throug saw 
Ve to harlotte, ia Pirato, GA ‘ though he never 
Carbon dioxide and ferti aNsfo Bay Many, he theless, and even them successful, the 
i Ize. Utrj art ae 
and shit ang SWeat. Teja I {breath €ata bea inty at would make in fact enthusiastic 
MLO mine, | Perien is “te into men’ bodies ang mand pi, 2 GOR pata t later, or 
. ; ; 
Biiyreet ce eeling Often f, om “Faculte ix-up, George found ou 
e to Xperience un rene any— and ond a bad—you know how these 
©n scripts,” heen eee 8 Different ¢ . pes e bad— 
oes said. Not terp bly Betis fe lings 2 urky and you couldn’t rely on 
im exciting!” sp. Said. “Wel, ae BPs 4 they'd untangle 
1S It, do yo hi es Meithice ae 
You think, to Work with 1, thrlin 
again?” “8? Bees, Mri. You 
** POUr name 
“Dieresis.” 


Mr. Dieresis. Whara lovely Name,” 


——— 
and the girl 
Some People want Nothing more than to be haunted They look fy pe: e es 
ike t , 
ghosts and devils, for SPITIts to possess them. Are they vacant? A age cone oe 
Soul’s container Without the soul like a Pitless peach? Not neces 
sarily, George Speculated 


the convertible itself. Butwho 
i ed to know. Who was she, 
Miss Munson's exp 


ensive car in liey 
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of the chauffeur? Simply a distant ¢ 


Ousin, the family , 
from Ohio, and who better to ente 


aid, j 
‘ bits 
Ttain her tha lee town 
tress? Victoria and Elizabeth Weren't related g co : Ndary a 
Se 
; nas » DY 
chased it. It was never as exciting when th ywen "Nobo 


less they were mothers. It was Mothers and men ee uns 


: Henmnicen ; +i : Wanted 
ruin, otherwise it was just two girls keeping each othe to 
T co 


One has to assume 


D Peppered With va 
er it wa 


They had to burn her, George said, oe , 
were blended forever, not to Mentio eI ashes 


: : T10Us Steel, 
and irons and Magnesiums, whatey, 


S they put in 
biles in those days. 


to Utomo. 

Houghton, of course, did die of cancer, by 
operations on his neck that left him voiceles 
and so physically changed he was no longer 


actor he'd been, justan old man waiting to be p 


Tnot before 4 dozen 
S and Unable to eat, 
Fecognizable ag the 
ushed, in his wheel. 


chair, from one window to another. It became difficult for him to 


hold his head erect and he took on the stoop ofa Wwaterfow]| looking 
for prey, or just watching its own reflection. When George read 
about his death in the Paper, he was astonished 
complishments, all the films he’d worked on and 
started, not to mention his little cheese sho 
the obituary said, he brought joy, 


by the man’s ace 

foundations he'd 
P in Malibu where, 
culture, and the sophisticated, 
sumptuous tastes of Paris to a little seaside village in California, 
The last time George had seen him, all Houghton had been able to 
think about were his failures, his wasted life. 


Not long after that Party, Walt was blacklisted. At first George 


assumed it had been Jack who reported him, 


who provided some 
dossier, 


but later it became clear it couldn’t have been Jack, not by 
any means, Really, 


men he'd taken an 


who hadn't liked 


it could have been anyone, any of the young 
d dropped over the years, any of the actresses 


working with him but knew his secrets, or just 


SS 
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+ who'd regretted paying so Much for 


one medio- 
[mn produc At first, George said, 


Be nce! they say he enjoyed his 
he was sailing, eating, traveling. He took up Water- 
r re awful) and would 


afl 


erfo 


Wwe ‘ fais ate He bought 
-, near Idyllwild and a bungalow in Palm Sprin 
a cabin to Los 


ain fur 

the right accessory for a public appearance. 
cklace, 

or n€ 


He went 
d less and began to rely on hustlers, young me 
an 


n he met 
out less 


the valley who knew other men to send up the mountain. 
in the 

in 

dow? 


ney used the word inevitably in the Paper, George 
gventual Y was robbed. There wasn't even much cash in the safe, 
told a, to know whether or not this was why they beat 
and it F hey were so brutal. He did live, but with that crushed 
him, ¥! 


ic face and without the use of his legs, not for much 
d asymmetric 
ani 


ie wasn't something he was willing to take, not with who 
onger. 

he'd a, the past, of course. Rooms and rooms of the chattering 
ae confinement to extinction hasn't saved them, George 
told me. They are still looking for their souls or something to 
simulate them. “Are you listening?” he asked—in my view rather 
suddenly, even uncharacteristically. We were in the front room of 
the apartment, where we usually had these conversations. A polite 
phrase of Schumann was murmuring on the radio and the win- 
dows were drawn open and the city lived without 
ing and smoking and ringing the little bells 0 
talking about work, about love, 


us, people eat 
n their bicycles and 
about music—all this four flights 
down. “Of course I’m listening, George,” I told him, and put my 
hand to his cheek. He felta mottled sort of hot and cold, like a din- 


a 
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always so tender, as he'd once told me. “No,” he said, “| 
2 Meant 
a 
8 0 Jack and 2 Te 
They aren't finished with us.” At least they certaj ues? 
ent fin. 
Nd who Stil] 
heir SO} 


you listening to Madeline? Are you listenin 


nly Wer 
ished with him, George, the one who'd been ther 


€a 
knew their voices, their obsessions. He had seen ¢ 
ls and 
et Bain, to be 


Whose absence 


it was his great error, he said, not to help them me 
come the companions they'd always needed and 


had killed them all. 


People were beginning their end: 

Like Los Angeles in the rain, their little patterns of traffic 
slowed to a sluggish, sad crawl—if they even bothered to step 
outside. Many had rooted themselves in chairs or were leaning 
against walls as they spoke, and their voices were quieter now: no 

one seemed invested in being heard, only acknowledged as havin 
spoken. Yet few were asleep or even drowsy—the drug had done 
its job. George could see them considering the details, the den- 
sity of cigarette smoke, the fingerprints on the windowglass, the 
way one of the lamps flickered if you bumped into it, the suede of 
the sofas, the rainbow slick of brine in the empty glasses as the 
waitstaff took them away. Whereas before they showered the room 
around them with sparks and blinded themselves with their own 
light, they now sat like undisturbed candles and waited. They were 
ready, as Madeline had planned, to see. 

Victoria and Elizabeth had suffered some sort of aa 
certainly not the kind they'd want anyone to gecode on if 
George could read it. Between sips from her martini and drags 


i i no one 
on her cigarette, Victoria told stories about the old days 
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ar—again—and paused every now and the 
ated 10 he: ofthem were there, how her life had been 
she’d hung around like a stray, unwa 
for 9° Jong, Id have killed herself years ago, driven ove 
ie in the bathtub. And then she'd Say, of 
wis 


“He was always taking a little sniff, like 


N to re- 
finished 
nted dog, 
Ta bridge, 


One of the 


embarrass’ 

her inside, 3 h : 
drag he flicked her cigarette over the edge and came back into 
for her $ 


where Victoria chastely took her hand and called her a 
the salon, id girl, a girl who had so much to live for, unlike the 
sweet and “s d, she said, “as some of us have become.” 
gctual ps ho’d been to Spain in his youth had stripped to the 

p ia twirling his jacket like a matador, though because 
waist a British he insisted on translating. “Bull!” he shouted as 
he ae hed and stepped away from him. “Bull!” In a failed pir- 
Sue at forward and landed ona glass someone had left next 
< a His bloody arm lay across his lap as if he'd been bored: 
“there is no future, is there?” he asked a much younger man, who 
ignored him. “Yes, yes, it’s all getting very dark now,” Calmly, he 
stood and wrapped his shirt around the wound and signaled for 
another drink. 

Someone had gone downstairs and won an appalling amount 
of money, which she apparently didn’t need. It was everywhere, 
lke cigarette butts outside a movie theater. They found it on glass 


tabletops and rolled the bills into straws, though there wasn’t 
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much of anything to snort. It stuck sweatily to el} 
Ows a 
Nd f 
On, 

n do e- 
roe ek OrWaYs to th 

race. Naturally, not all of Madeline's invitees were as ae e ter 
Ilere 

nt to 

ue When no on 

e 


; ared, which S 
have been, some said, the woman’s Magic trick al] along = ay 
Djo 1 


Ways blushe 4 


arms and scuttled across the floor by the Ope 


money as the woman who'd won it, and little by lit 


seemed to be looking the money simply disappe 


she said to people, seemingly at random, but they al 
and turned away. 
hton was a failure—at least in hi : 
Houghto n his own Narrative, though 


Ctin: 
fact better at selling cheese, George said—than he Was at 


it wasn't so easy to take him seriously. He was better at acting; 
=n 
bein 
if th 8 
we ey were Patient 
they quickly disappointed him with an insufficient pity, 


consoled. No one wanted his laments, and 
or simply A 
pity he felt was in the wrong register. It wasn’t that he disliked his 
films—in fact he was quite proud of them, and frankly he found it 
troubling that someone he spoke to in great need, in Sreat vulney- 
ability, Houghton said, would so casually dismiss them as tripe, 
even if he had, admittedly, in his moment of weakness, called them 
tripe. Of course they weren't tripe; he was just vulnerable, he was 
just upset—how was that not obvious? It was a fugue, George said, 
and as they approached the last and loneliest hours of the night it 
only crescendoed. “I thought I would change the world,” he told 
one woman, and when she touched his cheek and said, “No one 
changes the world,” he stepped away from her like she’d called him 
something obscene. He'd have slapped her, George said, had the 
waitstaff not intervened with their suggestions—a cigarette, sir? 
An hors d’oeuvre?—and given her a chance to escape. 
The carpets were stained, the tile sticky. None of the furni- 
ture—at least not the upholstery—would survive. One sofa sat 


i i . The 
covered in cigarette burns, too many for itto seem accidental. They 
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: ral of the men h 
jde it, but seve ad agreed there Was no 
re iting for the restroo 
ay point in waiting m when the terrace was 
Jon 


che citY below. Which was also available for those who ite 
10 
ope” 


“puch oF 00 quickly, and who shielded their faces from 
nk 109 h they were just taking some air as they convulsed in 
owas Be, solitude. If anyone was below, George temembered 
: enc hardly have been surprised by this city’s unique 
fain. Not many people walked a city’s streets, even Las 
pree or four in the morning, and if you did, you probably 
tell anyone what had befallen you. 


hinkings 

offering 0 

C 

vegas 3 

meni going to 

we Bethe professors— George couldn’t remember what he 
One 


: studied had somehow got hold of a half dozen topo- 
0 
aught ate which he unrolled onto an ashen and liquor- 


ffee table and examined with great, careful interest. 


graphic 
dampened iS : : : ; 

“k,t00 watched with interest, standing behind this cartograph- 
Ja ) u 


s lyinclined professor, though he didn’t appear to Tecognize any 
seheloc ales, George told me, and frowned in a frustration it was 
el not to enjoy, even to relish. Before long, the professor had 
ntl audience who stood in a half-moon at his back. All were 
glent as he traced his fingers over the landscape, as he pointed 
to one mountain and another, a riverbed, a large, open basin of 
nothingness. George had never seen so many people stand so rev- 
eently, not even in religious gatherings. They were entranced, he 
aiid, They'd been bewitched. 

His own mind—that, too, had been bewitched, he knew this. 
Though it wasn't so easy, any longer, to give these people the at- 
tention they sought, at least in this setting. He hadn't slept since 
Tuesday and what once felt like a superpower was slowly becoming 
acurse; he wondered what he was doing, why he’d chosen this. Not 


long ago he'd been safe, he’d been forgotten. It doesn’t take much 
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to undo oneself but ir does take discipline ro 
Temain 
u 


nd One 
not only that, he’g = 
&com 


George had grown weak, lonely. A 
with one man, exactly what he’d escaped—a sort of 

Property of : 

the 


Wirleg in his 


y @roun 
it were, and he smiled ae 


silent joke. Across the room, a woman smiled back.4 
of taking a wife, in the next few years? Noé ane 
head like a drink poured too greedily, 


: rich 
state. He just didn’t know what State. A resinous gi 
Ns 


glass, no longer worth drinking but something ¢ 
object to ward off more spirits, as Epysett 
athis own 
I: X Jou thinkin 
S VOice Splashe, 8 


d into hi 
Is 

and George felt Builty fo, 

Omes your Accessory? Your 


shield? It was whar they wanted, whoever they were. y, k 
> fou Now 


it. One smile, he thought, and she bec 


what I mean, he told me, and I did. Istill do. 
“Does anyone else think we've been lured up here to be killed” 
a poet speculated. It came at the wrong time, an arrow fired with 
a little bump to the elbow that hit no one. Though Perhaps they 
did consider it, sipping from their glasses, pulling from their cig- 
arettes, grinding their teeth, scratching at their forearms, crack. 
ing their knuckles, itching with sweat and attention, swaying like 
wheatgrass; perhaps they Pictured the gas from the vents or the 
poison in the hors d’oeuvres or the sudden, mutual agreement to 
leap from the city’s highest balcony, but no one answered him, this 
poet, and he left the circle that seemed to have rejected him. He 
had a name, surely, but no one knew it, and as I mentioned before, 


there were no identifying papers. 


Like they'd come to roost before dawn, people began to gather 
around Madeline at the center of the suite. On the arms of sofas 


they perched; at the stained, crumb-covered rug they scratched 
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vous little talons. It was perhaps five in the mor 
G 


Ning, 
ch later—in the mountains there wa 


S still 


yc 
i srshould E 
and F 
ver gelatin, this great engineered moment in time. Peo- 


4 could not move. A stillness had arrived and held 
anchante 
om like $! 


| talked about ‘ : , Sk ; 
e via lay sunken in the chair she’d chosen. “We're waiting 
Victo! 


that night, George told me, for the rest of their lives. 


the sun comes UP, is that it? So we all have to look at each 
1 e 
gail 


mee 
1, Madeline? : 
ee say that as if you're my hostage. 


You know I’m just curious. I like to know, you know?” 
"V0 


“To know,” echoed the practicing philosopher. 
Houghton crawled out of his despair and said, “I heard once 


that some man named Hugh—yes, a David Hugh—postulated 


lng go that we never truly know if the sun—” 


“Hume.” 
Houghton glared at the philosopher and said, “Pardon me, 


sis’ and continued as he turned his gaze back to Madeline: “This 
David Hugh postulated that the sun is only an assumed repetition, 
that we don't know for a fact that the sun will even rise. Isn't that 
fiscinating? I believe it was a deduction.” 

“Induction.” 

No, no, that wasn’t it, I’m sure of it.” 


“Excuse me.” The philosopher stood and walked out onto the 
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balcony. George waited for a scream or th 
e Tustle 
of 


there was nothing. 


Ur 


“Imagine,” said Jack, 


a 
the sun n 
ever comj 
horseshit.” ng back , 
P. Wha 


“yr. . t 
I've had nightmares about that,” Jacques saig 
aid. 


“Who is this child? Madeline, shoy 


Idn’t he be; G 
Walt laughed. “I assure you, Miss epee 


” 


man. ESS Jacques is g 8town 
“Ah, so your tastes are Maturing?” 
George cleared his Seoae and asked, “Whar Were your n: 
mares? What happened in them?” night. 
Madeline nodded at Jacques, and Walt touched him g 
elbow. Presumably he'd never spoken in front of So many = : 
presumably, George told me, no one had ever asked hin ak 
thought abour anything. His voice quavered as he said, “We we 
in our old house”—and didn’t describe it—“and Ma was washing 
the dishes. It was after dinner. Then the power goes out—like it 
would during a thunderstorm?—and she reaches for the flashlight 
we keep by the back door, burit’s dead. She tries other batteries but 
they're dead, too, nothing works. So we go out and it’s a clear sky, 
a starry night. Bur then the stars start disappearing, they go out 
one at a time like the little bulbs on signs, you know? And I start 
crying,” Jacques said, and it seemed as if he would cry now, and 
George regretted asking him, regretted risking such vulnerability 
in someone so wounded, “because I know what it means.” 


“This is so embarrassing,” Elizabeth said to her benefactress. 
“Please tell me nobody knows we're here.” 


“T think it’s fascinating,” Houghton said. 
A voice came from the balcony: “You think there's an eighteenth- 


century philosopher named Hugh who wrote about deduction.” 
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. “I may not be an ex 
pron Jaughed y Pert or a man of great 
im quite sure Mr. Hugh wrote about induction,” 
fe ae : 
«ud d |l are S° horrible,” someone said, and she laughed as she 


«you 4 » 
us. 
vids marvelo 
jaded now, 1 WAS feeling quite wonderful a moment ago—and 
now, 
‘ou. 


WY Jose that: I'm still feeling quite wonderful, and none of 
10 


e 
refus 
joing to °4 ¥ 
gu are ing, Charlotte dear. 


Ye porn 
“rs aly not! simply don’t do mornings.” 
er 


ke that away from me, not tonight.” 


“Tr js ¢ 4 y 
Pai aged. “None of us have much time.” 
walts 


’, a fact.” Victoria sputtered her diesel laugh. “Yes, 


have much time.” 


“Now that 


ta fact thatis.” 
and wha ing to let poor Jacques finish his story?” Madeline 


“are you £0 
s beth snorted. “Why should we? The child is describing 
e We all have dreams. Dreams aren't real, and they never 
ae any sense or mean anything.” 
«He's nearly your age,” Walt said. 
“4nd I'm a sweet little baby.” 
“Have you read Freud, Miss . . . ?” someone asked, a bit sickly— 


{ikely one of the painters. 
“Of course I've read Freud.” 


“Miss... ?” 
‘Don't mind her,” Victoria said. “A little too much sun on 


Catalina recently. She's all overheated.” 

‘Wewere just on Catalina, too,” Jack said. “That fancy sailing 
cb, right? The place with all the crab?” 

“The place with all the crab,” someone echoed. “Perfectly iam- 


bic, daresay Shakes pearean.” 
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Charlotte leaned forwar 


d and Sathered 
charm. “Mr. Dieresis, do yo shat 


. Tem i 
U enjoy Shakespeare” “Med of her 
George pretended he hadn't heard, 


“The hell with traditions 
the past.” 


“But Jack,” Madeline said. « 


anyway,” Jack Said, « 
~ The hel] 
With 


The past is al] 


Sa shared Past. Whay’ 


future. There is No 


futur ”» 
“You're out of your mind.” 2 


“She's quite right,” Victoria lament 


ed. “There hasn't been a f 
ture in decades.” : 


“Life on Earth is meaningless,” someone said. “a] 


‘Ways has 
and we go on.” 


been, I’m afraid, burt here We are, 
“No, thank you.” 
“No?” 
“T’'m not interested.” 
“In what?” 
“There hasn’t been a future since 1945,” Walt said. “We have ir, 
The Russians have it.” He shivered in his seat and squeezed Made- 
line’s hand. “With that cloud hanging over our heads? How could 
there be anything after?” 
“So, what, you just give up, then?” 
“We've already given up. We're already dead. You're dead. Ey- 
eryone here is dead.” 
But Charlotte hadn't given up. “Excuse me, Mr. Dieresis—do 
you enjoy the plays of Shakespeare?” 
“Perhaps you've confused him with Dr. Umlaut, Charlotte dear.” 
“Oh, is Umlaut here? I thought he was still in Zurich.” 
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Jd me his name was Dieresis—perhaps I'm not Saying 
“He to 


.” AE ev 
ore js Curtis. Perhaps he was joking? 
“pis ni 


pen 
“yes. a Prailctte;” George said. 
“ym sr a Jook at him, and waved her hand for another 
u 


she W° ff didn’t respond, and when nothing arrived she 


waitsta . 
ak. Pi around as though she'd lost a diamond or forgotten 
ant 


ho she wie 
wf have somet i 
nterfere. 


hing special planned, Charlotte,” Madeline said. 


“Gin will only 
uwhat does ans rs a“ 
ith it, Madeline.” Victoria clapped her hands. Enough 
“Out W! U 


gin matter to the dead.” 


; $ suspense.” 
with e howed Madeline his watch. She considered it. They were 
Walts 


ing 5:20, according to George’s own watch—he remem- 
approaching oad fact, he said, if he closed his 
ite well, he told me. In fact, ; Ose eyes 
hered ae seemed burned somewhere inside him. Not the backs 
ae he said, it wasn’t like that ar all. It was as if, with 
we. 3 guard it, his vision grew vulnerable and something 
a 6 it, like a creature that attacked only in dreams. He 
dosed his eyes. Yes, there they are. It was then, he said, that Made- 
line raised her hand and summoned Heloise to her side, who held 
alittle handbag in her lap. 
‘Heloise is a chemist, as you know,” Madeline told everyone, 
‘Sheis here to help us.” 
George recognized Heloise’s little white tabs, and, too, her 
phiestess's way of administering them. These people were always 


tiesame, as if they'd studied their mannerisms and movements at 
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some mystic neuro-monaste 
brain. Of course, Heloise h 


told me—a chemist? She 


ty where it was SPiritual to d 
a 


erself couldn't really beliey, peeve 
e it 


would know how, at a dose of 


Our 
Psychedelic, Synthe = 
with diethylamin eS 
in, bind itself, 


this was the w 


dred micrograms, this unique Serotonergic 


by activating lysergic acid and reacting it 

excite the anion of glutamic acid in the bra ; ®% Woulg 
elect. 

Ctively to 
ord, George 
oF the unj. 

@ snow globe and Watch 

e themselves, It was just 
a 


certain serotonin Teceptors, and agonize— 
assured me—the D2 dopamine Teceptor. It wasn’t God 
verse, only neurochemistry, like shaking 

ing the little flakes of silver swirl and excir 
way to lie to your senses. Yet he knelt all 


the same. He accepted this 
communion with others, and Heloise’s h 


and on his forehead as she 
paused, as he closed his eyes, as he felt her move on, E 


with everyone, George told me. They simply accepted. 
“What was it you were going to tell us, Jacques?” 

asked, once everyone had received their sacrament, 
Jacques didn't move. He didn’t look at them at all. “Just thar] 

went outside and the stars began to go out. Then the moon, Ey- 


erything was dark. And since the moon doesn’t burn, it meant—” 


was this Way 


Madeline 


Victoria laughed. “That's it? That’s the whole dream, then?” 
“Yes, that’s it.” 


Madeline announced a twenty-minute break. She called it this, as 
though they were laborers on her clock. I know what you're pin 
ing, George told me—that we all joined a cult. But she was hs 
organized, a planner. It must never be forgotten that Madeline 


4 F eople. 
Morrison cultivated mysteries and experiences as much as peop 
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ig, if not to control, to influence—yes, admittedly to 
oe who I always picture, core’ told me, when 
oan! a the English idiom pull some strings. She was always 
mean’ ie kind that moved your limbs or bobbed your 
ing cS if or I don't know, Madeline; the kind that made you 


hrase she'd taped into your mind. 
Br 
5 George was 
fe “Mind if we go together? Whatever she gave us is 


about to close the bathroom door, Jack 


opped wg 
Ir 
pitting poe 
n't followe f urinals, G d 
were! ‘hat different from a row of urinals, George supposed, 
n't chat 


OP He stepped inside and locked the door. “You 


d, were you?” he said, and laughed at his awful joke. 


aaa 

stand adjacen’ joyed what th k’ ‘ 
0 more freely enjoyed what they saw. Jack’s wasn't 
cy, 


even if they aimed into the same bowl and, in 


their intima 


that oe. like a roll of wheaty dough warmed up in the heat 
springy 


's hands. Why did they have so much power? What had gone 
ofones : 


inhis body or brain that made him so vulnerable to such a 
wrong in 


t from the last cock that had ruined his life, a plump, 


Jicalous thing? “Why don’t you shake it for me,” Jack suggested, 
ridicu. 


and he di. a 

George went to rejoin Madeline. At least hers was a familiar 
fustration, a gentle cruelty. But Jack wouldn't let him go. “Ler’s 
step out for a smoke, George. I’m feeling pretty good.” 

“(think Iam all right, Jack.” 

“Nonsense, step outside. I insist.” 

The night had grown shockingly cold and had driven every- 
one else from the terrace. Las Vegas and its concrete had run out 
ofyesterday’s heat and there was nothing left to warm them, and 
George shivered as he offered Jack a cigarette. “Thank you for re- 


nembering my case,” he said. He felt suddenly reckless, as if the 
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glow stretching across the mountains were an end 

' €ndi 

tion. So he touched Jack on the shoulder ang ee 
Sal I aT 


Where Was it?” 
Jack didn’t respond. He leaned his elb 


Cw, 


kind of you to bring it from the room, 


OWS on the Tailj 
& North ang 
and the dark of the deser, 

right shove, George tolg that 
e. Perhaps with the lights ee 


ains, no one would see it, and 
could tell them all, yes, it was just horrible, he Never would h ¥ 


surveyed the horizon. They were lookin 78 and 


the edge of this tiny, neon city, SOUld seq 
stretched out after it. If given the 
could have tumbled over the edg 


and the shimmering of the curt 


ave ex. 
was, there he went 
the things that drugs make people do—and so forth. 


George stepped closer. “Usually I keep it on my desk. The ca, 
: se. 
I enjoy cigarettes while I’m working, as you know, Th 


better way to clear the mind. Is that where it was?” 


pected, never would have believed, burt there it 


ere’s Teally no 


“George, I'm not going to play that game with you. I know you 
know. I'm not as inept as you might think.” 

“And yet you—yet we, so many times—” 

“Twanted to tell you, a dozen times, a hundred times even. But 
you wouldn't understand and none of this would’ve worked. We 
wouldn't be here if I'd told you.” 

“What are you telling me?” 

“Well.” Jack plucked his handkerchief from his pocket and 
mopped his forehead. Sweating in the icy night, George thought— 
so it wouldn’t be long at all. “I think we're all about to find out, so 
it isn’t much of a secret anymore.” 

“For God’s sake, Jack.” 

“Madeline and Walt.” He gestured inside, as though George 
had forgotten they were here or where they were. “I know they're 


your friends, George. But they're terrorists. Spies. They're incredibly 
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Pic and I think you know it. They're £0ing to get mil- 
i gesousP killed. The Rosenbergs all over again.” 
eople 


tO) ae, of people,” George said, and laughed. 
jllion 


: , 2 , 
a think we're here, George? Don’t you know where 


eg? : ; chink you're having a psychotic reaction. | have seen 


is before = wanted to give Jacka way out, to undo this indiscre- 
ee drug. You're going to be all right.” 
"I's fe) 


- not drugs, ° 
it , crazy. I'm talking about Madeline and Walt, people 
gefinitelY 


vo hurt the world, who want to hurt good people like you 
ho want 


a mex 

“why wou : m 

‘ad people, Jack. If perhaps a ie 

kin re human nature, George. We all want to hurt people. It’s just 
rT t 


ld Madeline and Walt want to hurt anyone? They're 


sjatsome of US know better and some of us don't. Some of us know 
ere animals and that we need to be restrained. And some of us 
st want £0 watch everything burn and be done with it. Nobody 
rally wants to do good or make the world better, we just know that 
wehave C0.” 

“Human nature,” George said. “I see.” 

“Animals, Animals is all we are, and every minute we're 
tempted to prove it. Like you and me, what we do—animals. Don’t 
we know better? Of course we do. But can we resist? Apparently 
not. Human nature, to take what we want.” 

‘And to give.” 

Jack didn’t care about giving. He waved his hand and turned 
lack to the horizon, Dawn wasn't far away at all. George looked 


and saw that most stars had vanished. Venus had risen, like 
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the sun’s scour—J¢’s this wa 
iy, this Way to day): 
ivlight, 


She shimmered, then, as if dropped into a¢] 
ear 


4 4 
he Might Say 

Poo] Of Wa “a y. 
Closer to th oud 
ten, that she could 
rain stars and Geor 
W nothing but a bri 
adeline and Walt we 


weren't the Rosenbe 


came closer, Was it really soh 
a whole planet could be mol 
lead from the sky? It began to 
When he opened them, he sa 


Ot, thar Much 


u 

drop sulfy 
8e shut his 
ght Star ove, i, 


Ten’t harmles, 
TEs. They 


rosy sediment in the east. M 
George knew this. But they 
here to sell anything, 


PPing him a litt 
rkers, 
“wish you had told me,” he said, butJackwas 


“George, the building is Moving. Is this wh 

“We need to get inside, Jack. We're starti 
okay.” He put his hand on Jack’s shoulder, the 
touch, and led him back into the salon. 


“What happened with Ellman?” George whispered before they 
sat down. 


le e 
money to rat out his friends and his cowo a 


No longer listening 
at she planned)” 
ng to feel it. Ip’) be 


last time they'd ever 


“You don’t think that was me? Ellman was a commie who put 
a gun in his mouth. He didn’t need any help. The studio was onto 
him, and he had no plan B.” Then his eyes changed, dilating as if 
they'd just noticed George was there, in real life, the conversation 
was really happening. “Who the hell do you think I am?” 

There wasn’t time to answer. The room heaved with sweat and 
humming, people tapping their own frequencies. Drugs are not 
mystical, George reminded himself. They are not magic. Whatever 
happens—it's just lie. 

Everyone and their convictions, he told me—how instead we'd 


all destroyed ourselves. 


if , . . “ y 
‘Let's lock those doors,” Madeline was saying. “We don't want 
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TH 
» Walt and Houghton worked to- 


: urside- 
IDE the door to the penthou 


one B atio doors, : 
‘ and bar an or perhaps safe. Thank you for 
0 were ra , 


id again. “Thank you for coming. What 
ine sal 


4 
a 
fereal. What youre 
ee 


lives, 
out out our 
b at d al ab we do. Do you know that we love? 


bout to feel is real. I’ve been 


about our species. Do you 


390° all ; ' 
a ec ust prior to 
P t's almost dawn. It happens just p 


pen ae th. I ; ‘ 
ket his is NOT to prove they don’t need it, 


jn gow: F ing to outdo it, 
jike they ** me, want dear Jacques's nightmare to come 


D eed it. ; 
Br + come true. What I want you all to know is 
ill neve 


and that what we've shared is real, 


that we d 
ue, but ih 
that love you 


ud pee should feel good. I always thought it should be 
thought ee 


ing t0 € 
oa, to teach myself. Walt and I—we understand now. 


dalways have, 
Be, was real. We all meant something. I always 
i 


mbrace and not fear. These are lessons I've had to 
ee nothing we can do, there’s nothing anyone can 
ip Our warrants are signed. Our contracts are up. I want you te 
byethat. You should be able to love that. Now just look, and wait, 
sndyatch, want you to see what I've seen. Nobody blink.” 

She was tight, George told me. It really was just before dawn 
shen the lash lit up the last of the night and swept from the test- 
ingfeld seventy miles away to their eyes in a microsecond. No one 
would ever unsee it. A light that bright would float on the black 
polsoftheir eyes forever, every time they blinked. Soon they made 
seseofit; the light became a shape, and the great white sphere of 
iose and paled into a yellow and then smoldered into orange, 


ttored,astar born and burning and dying as they worshiped its 
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entire life in only mom 
ents. Then th 
€ rumble of; 
Of ir, 


thing like thunder, not thunder’ 
Ts creep and SUB8estion th 
» thy 


way of yawning before it roars. It simply arrived 
and we 


nde, 
Nt th 
€ach. The "ugh 


T they ¢ 


them and moved on, like a roller Sweeping ab 
far away to see the shockwave, but soon afte Were to, 

Ould seq th, 
never con . 


anything, thar canopy of fire atop a Pillar of smok 
. . . < 
mankind shaking its stat God while God watched. a ¥ 
-An 


cloud. It was distinct, George told me. You'd 
Se it with 
d dust 
F course 
aw it dj 
ently. They each understood differently. That's what coe 
ONe to 


It, isolated 


people were screaming. Whatever they saw, they each 
Ss 


them, not brought them to 
them from oat cae It aa am eee ae 
adeline, not them and 
each other, George told me. And Madeline knew it. She wanted 
it. People clawed at the doors. 
into a own flesh. Someone ae pes aa pean br 
andlestick until 
it was taken away. Houghton buried himself under a couch cush- 
ion. Jacques was staring out at the burned desert as though he'd 
forgotten he was alive. And Jack—Jack had collapsed and covered 
his face with his hands and was screaming, his body convulsing 
with terror. Then he began to choke, vomiting up gin and bile with 
a deep guttural groan like a killed animal. Just an animal, George 
thought. A stupid creature doing what creatures did, what they all 
did: cowered, cried, asked God for forgiveness, and tried helplessly 
to get away or die. Madeline walked over. She knelt and touched 
his forehead as he trembled on the floor, and she asked him, “Is 


this what you were looking for, Mr. Turner?” 


Paris 


THE SKY TURNED A NEW SHADE OF RED. 
ree ing—this was how the articles described it. For 
Canada was fe smoke, and by then we were SO accustomed to 
ioe = e re itwas second nature to put iton when we stepped 
as, day before, everything had worn a tinge of copper, and 
‘ “i itself looked like someone's lone, lost Penny at the bottom 
2 sink stopped with a rusty drain. Now, we woke on a different 
planet—the deep and dark red, as one imagines, of Mars. My hus- 
band and I took photographs and sent them to our friends, who sent 
usphotos of their own as ifto confirm: yes, this is how iris, And that’s 
what I wondered. What if this is how it is now? What do we do? Presum- 
ably, we'd do what we did: make coffee, fry the €ggs, turn on the radio, 
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~ ur masks and went for aw: 
tipsy, we put on © alk. Everyone Was oy 
rt. 


dat the horizon 


S already 


ning to clear. I thought, They've done it again, George, They alm 


People stopped and spoke to each other. They pointe 
and were all very friendly. This morning, the color j ce 

gin. 
Ost got us. 


He left. Not only that house and Madeline and Jacques but Califor. 
nia. Its people were annihilated in a way no one seemed to mind, She 
may have given him that, this vision of a dead land, in her radical ni. 
hilism. The fact is, she was right: he never forgot it. At any moment, 
in any setting, it could come to him without warning and vivid a, 
the morning he'd seen it, the same burning of the sun before the sun 
even arrived. It wasn’t something you could go back to, a life where 
thathad happened, a life you'd seen the end of. And she'd known it_ 
or at least sensed it. Greedy as she was, she did recognize in others 
their potential, and maybe George, in her eyes, was the kind of per- 
son who got away, who had a life he didn’t know about waiting some- 
place for him to live it. After all, he imagined her saying—he told 
me he could conjure her voice at will, so singular of a person she'd 
been—after all, you already got away twice, didn’t you, George? He'd 
never spoken with her about Budapest, and certainly never much 
about New York other than where he'd lived and what he'd done for 
money (people like Madeline were always interested in how pane 
like George paid for things), but she had seen his mage eyes, his 
fugitive's soul. Maybe, he could hear her saying, you'll survive us all. 
New York was not the same. No city ever is. He took an apart 
ment off Riverside Drive and kept it faintly monastic— books a 
writing table, a bed, a chair for reading—and went out. To listen to 


F d 
jazz, he told me, or drink coffee, or walk along the river. It snowe 


\ 
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new York. Every so often it would just happen and ican 
in had suddenly arrived er 
t, or ha y arrived when he surf 
the street ‘Urtaced from 
n 
eorgeknew, 


leasant, one 


pway: It rained, too, and in the spring and summer, G 
sul ky wo uld offer thunderstorms. It was often unp 
Ss . 
the “another, and people let him hear about it. They 
way ° 


; talked about 
‘his weather. They said more than “It’s windy” or 
it, 


' “Tes still” 
ywerte got him a job through an editor she knew, at least if 


Gyarey lim sorm, Ceorge?—at least if George didn't mind working 
Bier critics. All he'd have to do was green their columns, she 
said. “They always go on too long, these art People, and something 
has to get cut- You'll get a knack for it pretty quick.” She looked into 
his eyes 2S she tooka deep drag and puffed it out slowly, to cloud her 
vision, oF maybe his perception of her. “I've missed you,” she said, 
and he didn’t bother to pretend she hadn't just made him cry. 

He did develop a knack, as Yvette promised, and ina year he was 
making enough to live. A doctor in the Village thought Dexedrine 
was a cure-all, and George had no trouble, when he wished, staying 
up fora few days and revising his essay. Yes, he said—he still carried 
itaround and cut it apart and pieced it back together. It still haunted 
him, even if the revolution that inspired it had long been squashed, 
its leaders betrayed and executed. We want to burn, George said, to 
bedisintegrated—wasn't it obvious? Even Madeline had understood 
this, and had tried to show us, to make us understand. Her embrace 
of annihilation wasn't evil; it was sad. She'd become so lost, and 
what he hoped, in twenty or so pages, was to articulate a way back, 
though she was likely never to see it herself, There had to be a way 
back, he thought, for those who find their god in fire. 

In1958, hesawa flimsy adaptation of Winesburg, Ohio that didn't 
last long on Broadway, but that wasn't Madeline's fault at all. She 


Was superb, he told me, as captivating as she’d ever been—and as 
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expressive. While the audience was less than eoraused, the cast eT 
their bows, and smiled, and mouthed thank you as if the house ven 
thundering, and Madeline especially seemed to bask in this re 
ined, fantasy praise as she blew kisses and clasped her hands aa 
curtsied before she took her exit. George walked home through the 
snow, a blustery kind of stratospheric dust at stung at his eyes, 
and thought it was best not to commune with who he'd been, In 
Madeline’s heart she carried around a George and he carried around 
a Madeline and where each was it wasn't cold, it wasn't so dark and 
finished. Neither deserved to lose that companion, not now, 
Destruction is illuminating in man's ethical darkness. It lights the 
path, the same path we walk toward creation. Somebody finally pub- 
lished it, one of those little magazines you always saw stacked on 
the tanks of toilets in professors’ apartments, and that was that, 
No one sent letters to G. W. Kurtz, the “writer living in New York,” 
and no one approached or solicited him for more ie BS one, as 
far as George knew, read a damn word of it. They Panic. twenty- 
five dollars and said they were proud to have it, they'd ever read 
anything quite like it, he should definitely send more or in the 
future. He never did. You get old, he told me—and I smiled, be- 
cause the version of himself he narrated was scarcely eso 
get old and silence accumulates. Like any aT NGO) 
ongoingness, to diminish or interrupt it feels like a failure, a oe 
tion against oneself. I suppose it's what a Catholic would call sin, 
to throw away one’s silence. . 
Everything had begun to change, as if the island itself and its 
million people had further floated ever so slightly out to sea. There 
were nights he was turned away from the jazz clubs, and cus he 
wasn't, the mood had deepened. Yes, the playing was more passion" 


; . some 
ate, more exuberant, sweatier and achier, but there was, t00, 
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underneath it. All over the city, people discibuea ” 

asa genus of politics or ideology for everyone, and so nj 

Be ed a dictionary to decrypt it. No one thought they were. 
ov nee eiric learned the smell of heroin, the city’s ine 
fis rank with a braided tang of cooked licorice and cat piss 

ha ; 


«no longer about color or brushstroke or drip or stain but 
of “ 
Art 


srarement—even if there was no statement. It Just is, the crit- 
t 
abou 


-_< liked to write in their drafts; it was always the first line George 

ics li a cared if a thing was? What mattered was how it was, and 
cut. W was how it used to be. Something was misaligned. There 
Be is de, he said, in not being there, sitting among the art- 
c : “ae poets as they drank and fought; undeniably itwas a hel] 
ists e dno longer love. The lonely life: it was at least his life. 

he s d there were movies. Even if he didn’t think about them in 
the same way, they, too, were changing, but for the better. Perhaps 
was simply that painting and poetry were finished but cinema 
had just begun—a cliché, he said, “I know that now, but that’s re- 
ally how it seemed.” In the summer, with fewer art openings, there 
was less work at the magazine, and he spent his afternoons in the 
dark. It was the only way he enjoyed growing older. There was so 
much chatter in those days. Going to the movies was the only lan- 
guage George wanted to learn, the only one that enticed and beck- 
oned him. “That's exactly how I used to feel, George,” Yvette told 
him as they walked through the Modern. “About painting, I mean, 
way backwhen. Of course people had been painting for thousands 
of years, so it's a bit silly to compare it to a technology that’s only 
afew decades old, but you understand me? It felt like it had never 


happened until it came to me. It’s just like being in love.” 
In1960, he found a reason to leave. It was a young director's 


feature debut, He Was nearly the same age as George and had spent 
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years writing for a French film magazine; then he decided, “of 
m 
What shock does in art, George said, is that it Puts you there. i 
this film put him there. He wanted to be in the One place in if. 


George to 


ie 


told interviewers, to abandon essays and criticize fil with §] 
m, 


world it seemed possible for this to happen, for the next 
be created. 
There wasn’t much to arrange. He packed his clothes, h 
Olivetti, the books Paul had given him, his letters, and bought 4 
second-class ticket for Cherbourg. In those days, he said, it wag 
much easier (which makes me laugh to write this now, thirty-four 
years after we last spoke, because in those days—the days I sar 
with himas he told me this story—it, too, was so much easier). No 
one fussed over his passport or pulled him aside or arrested him, 
and ina little over a week, he said, he was in Paris. He took a room 
in a hotel that smelled of licorice and cat piss—a little reminder 
of home, he said, and wheezed with a laugh—and began to walk. 
Perhaps that was what had never worked about Los Angeles. He 
didn’t drive, and never would. A horrible invention, he called it. But 
a city like thar had required a car, or at least ome man vals acarto 
pull up and honk outside your apartment. But it ase t any way to 
live in a place. We havea speed, George said, and it’s the curect one, 
We see at that speed, and listen, and untangle what we smell. “I om 
in Paris,” he said to himself, a cherished disbelief. He was back in 
what they called the Old World, which felt staggeringly new—and 
young, as young as New York was when he was young. By) once 
in a while he felt a shudder as Budapest passed through him—the 
shadow beneath a bench in a park, the unique tang of sewer gas 
not far from the Seine. This was the same Europe as that Europe, 
the same Europe in which his parents had raised him to learn the 


names of flowers and of birds. It had suffered the same wars and 


< 
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ersion of an uprising, ’ 
ed its own Y P 8 George said, even: 
er! jutionaries, as they called themselves 
0 


ne at that time, was forty, and the ni 


» Were students. 
and GeOre 


fe 

ar, : “wspapers watched 

Ane detached fascination, with only a little horror as the 

em W «fled the country, and it was all, in the end 
jden' 

resid he greater apocalypse of what some said w. 
(eid 


me called, wistfully, the West—Vietnam 
50 


, alittle game 


‘ as the collapse 
a We 


ha and Kent State, 
a bings and riots and cacophonous music, self-immolations 
bom ae “ aie 
a nd assassinations and “race questions,” napalmed bodies 
a 
drugs 
advertised . 


anes. Iewas the end of days, they said, but then there were 
s, Nothing was going to end or be reborn, everyone knew 

oe x, Pre long it was the 1970s. 

i. decade now, George had written for the same Magazine 
0. 


learned about through this young director—one of the most 
he' 


n television, museum exhibits of 8unshot wounds and : 
; 


' 
s directors, now, in the world. He'd met him only once and 
‘amou: . 6, . . : 
f {him petulant and dismissive, mischievous without charm, 
foun : ; : ete ity ees 

dtried not to hold this against his work. But it did diminish jr | 
an 


and that is your lesson, George told me, not to Meet the People you 
respect. Because you don’t respect them at all, only their work. But 
itwas a good living, writing these essays and reviews, interviewing 
the occasional filmmaker, editing the work of younger writers, and 
it paid for a good life: an afternoon in front of a single painting, 
ifhe wanted; a table to himself with a jar of rillettes, some grilled 
bread, and a bottle of Morgon; a Paper cone of chestnuts on a driz- 
dy evening, bought from the family who parked themselves at the 
end of Rue Lecuirot; inviting a man up to his apartment and not 
faring, not worrying, who might see him leave. There were little 
trips out into the country, or trains to Milan and Rome and Na- 


pls. A flight to Berlin to take Pictures, he said, of the wall to see if 
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iewas really there, that itwasn'ta metaphor. I know thi. 
10 Wi 


all Sound, 


t Was Qt 
s, he said, it Wasn't 


; fren all TOses, 
Paris is cold—you know this—and there's never any Way 
‘a 


mantic, George told me, but it really was romantic, | 
ro ’ 


mance I didn’t know I needed. Beside 


arm. People have stolen from me. I was attacked ONce—did Tg, 
Ww . er 
ell you?—in the toilets at the Gare du Nord. It wasn't Serious, by 
r 


it did rattle me for a year or two, but eventually | BOE over it ei 
i a 


now that’s all in the past. 
And then he met Jean-Marc. 
There is very little to say of joy, George said, It may be thar’ 
what's so special about it, that it's nondescript, even banal, They 
met through a local theater, and then had ganenend then wentto 
George's apartment, and they saw each other again, and then lived 
together for eleven years. : 
This was the seventies, George told me. It was all becoming so 
], so e. “In addition to the usual, horrible names, people 
re eee and lovely. We lived together and made meals 
aes dinners and art openings. I never reviewed the Plays he 
appeared in, but I did what I could to support them, sates a 
George did, however, inadvertently get Jean-Marc his first Es in 
a film, and thereafter it was easier for them both to Boy spe ing 
for the apartment or take a month in Capri pomacenre® 5 cue 
spend an entire summer at Jean-Marc's mother's pause in the hi 
south of Aix. It had been decades, he said, since he'd pear 
anyone's mother, and he remembered how nervous he was, how m 
rified, the first time they'd gone. Even with Jean-Marcs Se 
She'll love you and She doesn't mind and She's always haan 
thought he'd somehow estrange this young man and ruin his : ee : 
Marguerite was kind. She cooked for them. She showed them me 
milk the ewe and how to spot a hen hiding a fresh egg. In her Ci 


< 
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kc them t© buy fish and oysters at the 
¢ £00 s where they loaded her trunk 
(0 chareav 


d Cinsault. On Sundays, People from 
an' 


sh 


an 


markets in Mar 


hey’ ive i ; 
i. Be tio noon, George said, and ser ais see 
«a litt 9 unpack their own dishes, and often they 
_ ey some gift to leave behind, which they always had to 
n wines e Marguerite was adamant against gifts. And sh 
hide aN Jean-Marc to talk with these Neighbors a 
George en and have lunch as she moved from family to famil 
lies ae bread and ewe's cheese, olives, and Passed ere 
; clas at'd been aged a few days. Game was the favorite, hare and 
oa Pe ice squab—often the same animals these Neighbors hid 


-_y orlarder @with Jean-Marc's collaboration) as gifts. “My sons.” she 
oe che introduced them, and left the conclusion—brothers who 
ca nothing alike, or lovers she'd agreed to Tecognize—up to these 
provencales, who didn’t seem to care either Way. 

Once, she pulled George aside and said, “You know, he was al- 
yays so skittish, even a little unhappy, as though there was some- 
thing he could see that I couldn't, some doom—am I making my 


ables or their 


brought their 


nd she invited 


nd their fami- 


point?” Her fingers were long and slender despite their strength, 
theiryears pounding pastry dough and wrangling farm animals and 
tearing flesh to shreds, and George watched them close over his own 
hands. “You are welcome here whenever you like, as long as you like.” 

Marguerite, he told me, was almost as hard to lose as Jean- 
Mare himself. She still called, now and then—I kn 
'dspoken to her, 


ew this because 
I'd heard her voice, the loneliness in it as she 


asked for George, as she told me to tell him he was still welcome 


inProvence, that she would love to see him, that losing Jean-Mare 
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didn’t mean she would, or could bear, losing a 


he 
George shook his head as he overheard. “She a. T son, é& 
Ss 
this,” he said. “Not after what she saw Jean-Marc a fe ME like 
wouldn't be fair, by any means.” Tough. 1, 


“Does she even know, George?” 
i : i 
She has assumed. It’s safe to assume it'll ha 
Ppen to us 


all, j 
it not?” H 


A GRAVE IN THE CLOUDS 


There is, I think, in every life that streak of happiness like a star's 
scratch across the night. It isn’t planned and it cannot last but it 
does arrive, and you either notice it or don’t. George did; and he 
was grateful, he told me, that I was there to see it right as it faded, 
that I saw the tail end of its burning trail. To see someone experi- 
ence joy, he said—it tells you everything you need to know abouta 
person, perhaps because it's so rare to witness. 
I met George and Jean-Marc at a bookstore off Rue d’Alésia. 
They'd come to see an American poet who mumbled and swayed, 
old and finished, like a sleepy house cat twitching its tail. I'd only 
been in Paris for two months, a semester abroad that turned into 
twenty years. They cared for each other and said things casually— 
about literature, about painting, about movies—I thoughta person 
could transcribe directly into a book and call it profound. At first 
it was physical—I was young and they liked having me—but then 
I, too, began to learn and to say things that no longer made them 
laugh or roll their eyes but think, but take me seriously. I brought 
them music they'd never heard before. We argued about who would 


end up in books and who would be erased before the century's end. 
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| ed euchre; MY grandmother had taught me 
a ; 
we P nd George thought it was the most ridic 

a 


ig” waste an evening. They loved Museums 


way °° 
go Jean- Gax 
i) ee him smile every now and then, George, a Be got lost. 
, 5 : 
You 


Ss he Teco: nizi d 
_ingarthe other end ofa gallery. I thought, Ifthis was Pi 
ain ‘fe 


was whi waiting for youn! 


e worl bjects or pictur 
rth ' thought, This can’t really be so bad, can 2 es or 
so 
plac? 


models, if it isn’t too embarrass} 
They were mY ¢ ssing to say. They 


books on their shelves and art on their walls and they loved 


back 


ulous, won, : 


ani 


d took ae 
Marc had someone to talk to when ™e with 


n you got older, if there were memories 
e 


d—all kinds of friends hidden in o 


had 


h other: In our youth, we really don’t need much. “Mon petit 
eac a Jean-Marc called him—that was enough for me. If] pic- 
rage im Jean-Marc is sitting on the sofa in the apartment. Back 
i x living room is full of plants—Jean-Marc’s “children,” 
Pe ice a great deal of his time and attention and to whom 
oe is happy to defer if it means more time reading, more time 

ancing up at some muted movie on the television. But Now, Jean- 
Marcis calling to him—“Ragout, where are the little blue plates we 
bought in Portugal?”—and George is rolling his eyes; he’s never 
liked being interrupted, not when he's talking to “our guest.” 

“Bur it isn’t a guest, it’s just the nephew. Get in here and help 
me, You've hidden the plates because you think they’re ugly.” 

“They're hideous, but I’d never hide them.” 

“Come find them.” 

While they had their little fight—it was never anything seri- 
ous—I thumbed through the rack of records. I thought someday I 
would be old (as I considered them then) and I would have a man 
and we'd have surrounded ourselves with a life, and I thought, 


Well, it can wait. I had plans, of course. Ideas. Like most young 
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people I didn’t realize my life had already be 


: , . gun and th 
living it quickly. I didn’t realize, not until muc 


h later, that Was 
too, had assumed all these things would wait, th 


at they’ 
fall into your lap while you did your work, the real w 


Ork, 
work. “You don’t want to be like me,’ 


"he told 
. : « , fos ©ommon Te. 
frain in those earlier days. “You don’t want to wake up 


; every da 
and think, I've wasted my life, and then drink Some coffee ; 
, Tead 


a book, kiss your husband, have a sandwich, and smoke a do 
Zen 


cigarettes before it comes right back, that thought. What hae 
done, anyway?” 

When they found the plates, Jean-Marc brought us his little in. 
vention, a sort of amuse-bouche made from radishes and mustard 
They were terrible. 

“Did you follow the recipe?” George asked him. “Ory are your 
eyes bothering you again?” 

“You know there's no recipe. And besides, your eyes are going 
to go first, old stringy ragout. You'll be my sweet blind old man and 

I'll read to you, like we always used to see de Beauvoir—do you 
remember?—reading the papers to Sartre in the Deux Magots.” 
Jean-Marc turned to me. “They were always there, those two. He 
nodded along when she read, like a fat little vulture. It was so 
sweet.” He turned back to George and kissed him on the forehead. 
“One day you'll be my fat little vulture. My old blind jelly.” 

They traveled. There were stories in the objects on their shelves. 
A cat named Paul slunk around and loved no one but George, and 
with whom George was uncharacteristically, even childishly affec- 
tionate. One day, I learned that George was called ragout because, 
on the second night they had dinner together, George had come 
down with a head cold and sneezed into his stew. This was the 


kind of story that made Jean-Marc light up and laugh while George 
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COLO; 
ILO 


etting Paul as if he weren’y listen 


bl ysbed P 
sping that 


made me feel so young compar 
ich—as I’ve said— 
r, which—as was o 
rogethe ’ 


n't long after I met them that we watched jet 
it fre of him together, that George read toh’ ‘ ie and 
100 ey ean-Marc, not George, who'd gone blind. ae Ours be- 
cause to die. “I suppose no one gets to survive ioe ee 
e 3 gestured to the Broussais Hospital, es ; 

1 


ee from the window and which right the 


"he told 


S€ smokestacks 


N Were exhaling 
more of US into the sky. He turned to me, “] Teally should have 
one 


something with my life.” But no matter how many times he 
done 


Jd me £0 G FO live; to get out, to escape, I shrugged and Made him 
4 or sorted his medications, or simply read him 


m 
we could s 


or soup, i 
rea ety And I listened, as I think I've made clear. 
the : 


jr was in April of 1986, when the Chernobyl nuclear plant 
slted down and spewed radiation over hundreds of miles, that 
m 


George told me, “I've been waiting thirty years for this’ 


poems by 


’ He was 
if halfserious, but then he told me about that party, about 


Madeline, about those days of revolution in 1956. It was the first I'd 
heard about Jack, who turned out to be a sort of convert. Madeline 
really had known what she was doing. She'd known, too, that Jack 
didn't have the temperament; he certainly wasn’t KGB, as George 
had feared, only a civilian informant with an unfortunate, stupid 
patriotism. He was only harmful, Madeline had known, in the way 
that a big clumsy animal is harmful, a beast with no idea what it’s 
doing, In the early sixties, Jack tried to blow up a government build- 
ing and went to prison for ten years. He took that night very seri- 
ously. She'd radicalized him with a single act—you can't get much 
more precise than that. When he got out, he joined the antiwar 


movement. He moved to San Francisco and raised money for people 
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brutalized by the police, ran for office and lost, started a n 

devoted to taking down Ronald Reagan, and foun fie ee ee 
own. We spoke on the phone, George told me. Can YOu believe ‘e 
He found me and called me—who knows who did him a a 
aybe he 
SS What 


: atall, “7 
really owe you one, George. You didn’t know it, you had no idea, bu 


nobody was supposed to know where I was—but he did. M 
did have a little talent after all. He said, “You'll never Rs 


Praia George,” and he was right, George couldn't guess 


you gave me a whole new life. And I wanted to tell you that bern 
said goodbye.” It was very sweet of him, George said. There Was stil 
so much Jack in his voice, even if so much had changed. 
“That was months ago,” George told me. “Even if I’m Optimis- 
tic, | have to assume he’s gone, too.” 
We're always waiting, it seems. I’m not trying to be profound 
or give you some kind of koan—you who will see far more, far 
worse than I, as it’s increasingly clear. In those early days nobody 
could give you a straight answer about Chernobyl. Was the whole 
earth contaminated? Had radiation seeped into us all, and would 
we all get sick and have the flesh slough off our bones like it did 
from those who'd been there, or from those who'd seen Hiroshima 
wiped from the earth? Would we die of cancer like those in Vegas, 
over the years, or in southern Utah, both downwind of the bombs 
Madeline loved to watch explode at dawn from the suite she never 
relinquished, not even after they banned atmospheric testing? 
Would the sky, once red, always be red? 

It wouldn't comfort George to know that Madeline moved 
there after Walt died, that she sold her house in Malibu and never 
left Vegas again. The reclusive actress of the desert, they called her, 
even though she had countless visitors and went out among the 


gamblers in her sunglasses, her white hair wrapped in silk. It may 
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LOR 
comfort him, were he stil] here, to ke 


- gracefully and quietly and very, ve 
rching over that same desert, wher 
wa 


now that Madelis 
TY old in thar 


Og ine 
soe a; e 
e she had 


Same — 
personal swiftness. Where she fa off aa 
list yet outlived them all. | never met her | om 
-L didn’t 
could be. 


a in its im 
th’s evange ; 
eal ew, from George, just how charming she 
Be sb didn’t fall, of course, not in the way she meant. And 
4 aleimately, didn’t reach all that far. Fukushima contam- 
chern9 aati Pacific Ocean but we're still eating its fish. Is it im 
riod i, hope? I've seen it happen and I don't think so, but a 
+ ink eveD the hopeless are really lost. Madeline thought she 
I ce Wiiccorve thought he had arrived. How mustit fee] to know 
ha Rae ithout you? I want to know if their soul 
ihe earth is BONE oo er 


J want to know if they can hear me, if they are eavesdropping 
see US: 


moral (0 


despair. It must be so sad to die, to feel yourself miss out on 
on our 


crying that will come after, even if there are still bombs and dis- 
and disasters, even if people do get murdered and beaten, if they 
i unspeakable pain, if it is still a fact that some live with their 
damaged bodies, or simply their aged bodies, bodies that were once 
beautiful and now are not. But at least they lived, at least they had 
theirtime, and I imagine that's what people like Madeline and George 
had prepared themselves for, had convinced themselves to believe — 
thatthere would be no more bodies at all, that there would be no more 
ofanything. You have to understand them, even if you don’t want to. 
Their ghosts must be so ashamed—and is that any way to be dead? 
listen: that you lived never needs to be forgiven. You both did 
what you had to do. You loved who you had to love. Your gift, your 


lif, was an entire planet. You traveled here and looked around, 


Joutried the food, you talked to people, you took your pleasure, 


and you left. 
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ry GraDri 
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